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THEY  DON" 
GET 
YOUR  WIND 


JAMES  BAUSCH,  Olympic  Decathlon 
Champion,  is  called  "world's  greatest 
all-around  athlete"!  He  says:  "I've 
smoked  Camels  for  years.  Camels  are 
so  mild  they  don't  get  my  wind.  They 
must  be  made  from  costlier  tobaccos!" 


RIP  COLLINS,  home- 
run  king  of  the  St. 
Louis  Cardinals. 
"Here's  the  best 
proof  I  know  that 
Camels  are  mild," 
Rip  says. "They  never 
get  my  wind." 


JENNIE  ROONEY,  famous  circus  aerial- 
ist,  says:  "I  have  to  guard  my  wind.  It 
means  a  lot  to  me  that  Camels,  be- 
ing  so   mild,  do   not  get  my  wind." 


BRUCE  BARNES,  the 

tennis  champion, 
comments:  "Camels 
are  so  mild!  They 
never  cut  my  wind 
— and  I  smoke  a  lot, 
too.  Their  flavor?  Al- 
ways rich  and  .good!" 
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WILLIE  MACFAR- 
LANE,  former  U.  S. 
Open  Champion, 
adds:  "You  hear  a 
lot  about  mildness. 
Camels  are  so  mild 
they  don't  get  my 
wind  or  my  nerves." 


J.  A.  BROOKS,  '32 

and '  3  3  All  American 
Lacrosse  Team:  "No 
matter  how  many 
I  smoke,  Camels 
never  upset  my  nerves 
orgetmywind.That's 
real  mildness ! " 
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WEIGH    THE    WORDS    of  the 

champions,  approving  Camel's 
mildness.  Healthy  nerves  — 
physical  fitness  —  sound  wind 
—  help  to  make  life  more  en- 
joyable for  you  too.  Join  those 
who  enjoy  Camel's  mildness  — 
smoke  all  you  wish !  For  athletes 
have  proved  that  Camels  don't 
get  their  wind.. .or  their  nerves. 


SO  UK  w> 


C  19J5,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tub.  Co. 
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Camels 


COSTLIER 
TOBACCOS! 


•  Camels  are  made  from  finer,  MORE  EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS 
— Turkish  and  Domestic — than  any  other  popular  brand. 

(Signed)  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 
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He:   You're   just   like   a   sister   to 


She:  My  God,  what  a  home  life! 


First     Student     Aviator:     Quick, 
what  do  I  do  now,  instructor  ? 

Second     ditto:  Hells     bells — aren't 
you  the  instructor  ? 

— Log. 


MARRIED  BLISS 
"Goodness,    George!     This   is   not 
our   baby!  This  is  the  wrong  carri- 
age." 

"Shut  up!  This  is  a  better  earn- 
age." 

5.   C.   IV amp  us. 


He — If    you    keep    looking    at    me 
like  that  I'm  going  to  kiss  you. 

She — Well,    I   can't   hold   this  ex- 
pression much  longer. 

— Log. 


THE  LORD  PROVIDES 

There  was  a  large  gathering  in  one 
of  Boston's  leading  hotels,  and  a  well 
known  feminist  was  holding  forth  on 
feminine  progress  to  a  group  com- 
posed mostly  of  women. 

"Today  we  have  women  judges 
fully  as  good  as  men  judges  on  the 
bench,"  said  she. 

Drunk  in  the  back  of  the  room : 
"Rah  for  the  wimmen"" 

"Nowadays  we  have  women  doc- 
tors equal  to  the  very  best  men 
doctors." 

Drunk:  "Rah  for  the  wimmen!" 

"In  modern  times  women  have 
equalled  or  surpassed  men  in  all 
known  fields  of  endeavor.  In  fact 
there  is  very  little  difference  between 
them." 

Drunk:  "Thank  God  for  the  little 
difference." 

— ]'oo  Doo. 


Welcome  -  -  - 
N.  U.  Students 


You  are  cordially 
invited  to  visit  our 
Studio  and  renew  old 
friendships. 


EUGENE  L.  RAY 

OFFICIAL  PHOTOGRAPHER  for  NORTHWESTERN  UNIVERSITY 
Studio:  1606  Chicago  Ave.  Evanston 
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OBLIGING 

He:  "You're  thinner." 
She:     "Yes,     I've    lost    so     much 
weight  you  can  count  my  ribs." 
He:   "Gee,  thanks!" 

— Medley. 


SAWN  OF  A  GUN 
I  cranka  da  car, 
Bavvt  she  won't  run, 
These   automobile 
She's  a  sawn  of  a  gun 
Shesa  stop   da  middle 
Of  da  streta  up  town, 
I  look  in  da  carburator, 
But  shesa  no  drawn, 
I  pusha  da  clutch, 
Shaka    da   wheel, 
Knocka  da  brake, 
Da  horn   I   feel. 
I  look  in  da  tank 
What   I   see- 


-yas! 
Sawn  of  a  gun ! 
Shesa  outa  da  gas ! 

— Scranton  Scratch. 


A  census  taker  asked  the  woman 
at  the  door:  "How  many  in  your 
family?" 

"Five,'  snapped  the  answer.  Me, 
the  old  man,  kid,  cow  and  cat." 

"And  the  politics  of  your  family?" 

"Mixed.  I'm  a  Republican,  the  old 

man's  a  Democrat,  the  kid's  wet,  the 

cow's  dry,  and  the  cat's  a  Populist." 

— Whirlwind. 


"My   boy    friend     doesn't    smoke, 
drink,   or  swear." 

"Does  he  make  all  his  own  dresses, 
too?" 

— Show  Me. 


Then  there's  the  one  about  the  girl 
who  stole  her  mother's  corset  and 
then  didn't  have  the  guts  to  wear  it. 

—Jester. 


OH! OH! 
She:  Stop! 
He:  I  won't. 

She    (sighing  with   relief)  :   Well, 
at  least  I  did  my  duty. 

— Student. 


Why  do  we  always   go  riding,   John? 


PHANTASM 
In  South  Dakota  a  farmer  left  his 
horses  in  the  field  and  went  for  a 
drink  of  water.  When  he  returned 
the  grasshoppers  had  eaten  the  horses 
and  were  pitching  horseshoes  to  see 
who  would  eat  the  harness. 

— Fin  jan. 


Congressional    Integrity 
Country  Gentleman:   "Here,  hold 
my  horse  a  minute,  will  you?" 

Senator    from    Kentucky :    "Sir,    I 
am  a  member  of  Congress." 

C.  G.:  "That's  all  right.  I'll  trust 
you." 

— Log. 


When  the  nurse  told  the  anxious 
father  that  the  addition  to  his  family 
was  a  multiple  one,  he  cried,  "Oh, 
what  have  I  Dionne?" 

— Exchange. 


HE  DID 

Wife  (to  drunk  husband)  :  "Dear, 
let's   go   to   bed." 

Husband:  "Might  as  well.  I'll 
catch  hell  when  I  get  home,  any- 
way." 

— Battalion. 


OH! OH! OH! 
Head  Cook:  Didn't  I  tell  you  to 
notice  when  the  soup  boiled  over  ? 

Assistant:  I  did.   It  was  half  past 
ten. 

— Bison. 


Prof — If    you    boys    keep    up    like 
you  are  now  you'll  be  like  Napoleon. 

Class — How  is  that? 

Prof — You  are  all  going  down  in 
history. 

— Awgivan. 


MISPLACED  AFFECTION 

"Mr.  Smith,  I  saw  your  wife  kiss 
the   iceman   this  morning." 

"Great  Scott,  wasting  her  time  on 
him  when  we  owe  the  grocer  ten 
dollars." 

— Punch  Bowl. 


LAMENT- 
I  loved  your  line, 
I  loved  your  hair 
I  did  my  best 
To  make  you  care. 
I  lived  in  dreams — 
You  were  my  all. 
What  was  it  made 
My  castles  fall? 
It's  very  simple, 


Dont 


you  see : 


I  loved  you  so 
Till  you  loved  me. 
— West 


Point   Pointer. 
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FRIGID  NUDIE 

A   fan   dancer   is   merely   a   nudist 
with  a  colling  system. 

— Sundial. 


Sociology  Teacher:  Why  do  people 
marry  ? 

Student    (in   back   of   room)  :    Be- 
cause their  children   demand   it. 

— Whirlwind. 


Mistress — "Mary,  I  saw  a  man  kiss- 
ing you  at  the  back  door  last  night. 
Was  it  the  postman  or  the  police- 
man ? 

Maid — "Was    it    before    eight    o'- 
clock or  after?" 

—  Log. 


Motor    Cop — "Hey,    you!     didn't 
you  hear  me  say  'pull  over  there?" 

Driver — "Why,     I     thought     you 
said,  'Good  afternoon,  Senator'." 

Motor    Cop,    smiling — "Isn't    it    a 
warm  day  today,  Senator !" 

—  Log. 


"What's  the  big  idea,  wearing  my 
raincoat  ?" 

"It's  raining.  You  wouldn't  want 
your  suit  to  get  wet,  would  you  ?" 

— Yale   Record. 


A  young  insurance  inspector  had 
taken  his  date  into  her  garden,  and 
while  seated  on  a  bench  near  the 
house  their  actions  became  rather 
amorous.  The  girl's  father  happened 
to  notice  their  behavior  and  threw 
a  pitcher  of  water  upon  them  to 
dampen  their  ardor.  Emerging  from 
the  shower,  the  suitor  said  in  a  hal- 
lowed  tone:   "Boy,   whatta  sprinkler 


Dear  Dad : 

Have  decided  to  join  Sigma  Nu, 
your  old  fraternity.  The  boys  have 
possibilities,  and  they  have  plans  all 
made  for  a  new  house  that  will  be 
the  best  on  the  campus.  Love,  Junior. 

Dear   Son : 

Glad  you  liked  my  fraternity. 
Grandfather  drew  those  plans  when 
he  was  in  the  chapter  there,  so  you 
can  be  sure  that  the  house  will  be  a 
good   one.      Love,    Dad. 

— Exchange. 


system 


— Punch  Bowl. 


FLEET  PROBLEM 

Drunk  (to  splendidly  uniformed 
bystander)  :  Shay,  call  me  a  cab,  will 
ya? 

Splendidly  Uniformed  Bystander: 
My  good  man,  I  am  not  a  doorman  ; 
I  am  a  naval  officer. 

Drunk:  Awright,  then,  call  me  a 
boat.  I  gotta  get  home. 

— Pitt  Panther. 


"You  are  the  proud  father  of  quin- 
tuplets." 

"My  God,"  he  muttered  hoarsely, 
"I  can  hardly  believe  my  own 
census." 

— Punch  Bowl. 


TOO  TRUE 
First     Burglar:     "Where've     you 
been  ?" 

Second  ditto:  "Robbing  one  of  the 
fraternity  houses?" 

First  B.:  "Lose  anything?" 

— Log. 


Friend:  "Why  have  you  given  the 
general  such  a  peculiar  pose?" 

Sculptor:  "You  see,  it  was  started 
as  an  equestrian  statue,  and  then  the 
committee  found  they  couldn't  afford 
the  horse." 

— Northwestern  Commerce. 


It  Pays  To  Pick  A  Winner 

Htere  Are  A  Few 

CO-OP  SELECTIONS 


Typewriters  in  all  models.  Prices  $12.50 
to  $27.50  and  up.  All  typewriters  cover- 
ed by  the  Co-op  guarantee.  If  undecided 
about  the  one  you  want — -Rent  before 
you     buy. 


DECCA    RECORDINGS 
of    latest    pieces    by    your    favorite    band. 
Your    fraternity    has    a    charge    account. 

35c  or  3  for  $1.00 


Radio  Sale 

Limited  Number".^ 

$9*95 

•  AC-DC   CURRENT 
e  BUILT-IN    AERIAL 

•  LATEST   TYPE   TUBES 

•  HAND     FINISHED    CABINET 

•  FULL   TONE  SPEAKER 

Clear    Reception 

•  GETS   POLICE  CALLS 

FOUNTAIN  PENS 

We  recommend  the  Parker  "Challenger" 
at  $2.50.  Takes  a  big  drink  and  does- 
n't   get    thirsty    when    you    need    it    most. 

ENGLISH  PIPES 

An  attractive  line  of  pipes  in  all  models 
at  prices  you  will  like.  Why  not  drop 
in  and  look  them  over?  We  also 
feature    several    special    tobacco    blends. 

NORTHWESTERN 

CO-OP 

Orrington  Hotel  Bldg.    Gre.  2600 
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What's  a   Phi   Psi   got  that   I   haven't? 


Teacher :  "Dream  you  are  a  lark 
flitting   through   the  welkin." 

Jimmy:  "I'd  rather  be  an  elephant 

and  squirt  water  through  my  nose." 

— Gargoyle. 


"I   hear  the   Sultan  is  introducing 
the  honor  system  in  the  harem." 

"Yes,  he  caught  the  doctor  cheat- 
ing on  his  examinations." 

— Lyre. 
♦ 

Father — Why  were  you  kissing  my 
daughter  in  that  corner  last  night? 

Youth — Now  that  I've  seen  her  in 
daylight  I  sort  of  wonder  myself. 

—Ski-U-Mah. 


"Was  it  very  crowded  at  the  caba- 
ret last  night?" 

"Not  under  my  table." 

— Pitt  Panther. 


MISTAKEN   IDENTITY 
1st  Father:  What,  your  son  is  an 
undertaker?    I   thought   you   said   he' 
was  a  doctor. 

2nd  Father:  No,  I  said  he  follow- 
ed the  medical  profession. 

— The  Log. 


College  Boy — "Say,  what's  your 
hurry ':'' 

Second  Idiot — "I've  got  a  date 
with  a  chiffonier  and  I'm  late." 

C.  B— "A  chiffonier?  Say,  do 
you  know  what  a  chiffonier  is?  It's 
a  classy  dresser  with  drawers." 

S.  I.— "Well?'' 

— Exchange. 


JOKE! 
"I'm  losing  my  punch,"  she  said, 
as   she   left   the   cocktail   party   in   a 
hurry. 


"Mother,     can     little     girls     have 
babies,  too?" 
"Yes,  dear." 
"Dammit!" 

— Exchange. 


SMART  DOG 

They  were  discussing  dogs,  and 
the  tales  were  getting  "pretty  tall" 
when  one  of  the  group  took  the  lead. 

"Smith,"  he  said,  "had  a  most  in- 
telligent dog.  One  night  Smith's 
house  caught  fife.  AU  was  instant 
confusion.  "'Old  Smith  and  his  wife 
-flew  ioF~trie  children  and  .  bundled 
them  out  in  quick  order.  Everyone 
was  saved,  but  old  Rover  dashed  back 
through  the  flames.  Soon  the  animal 
reappeared,  scorched,  and  turned 
with — What  do  you  think?" 

"Give  up,"  cried  the  eager  listen- 
ers. 

"With  the  fire  insurance  policy 
wrapped  in  a  damp  towel,  gefitle- 
men. 

— Bored  Walk. 


M:  "How  is  your  girl?" 
W:  "She  is  just  like  a  lamb." 
M:  "What  do  you  mean?" 
-'W:,  "Every  time  I  make  a  sugges- 
tion 'she  says,  'Bah'." 

—Miefljey. 


"Do  angels  have  wings,  mother?" 

"Yes,    darling." 

"Can  they  fly?" 

"Yes,  dear." 

"Then  when  is  the  nurse  going 
to  fly?  I  heard  Daddy  call  her  an 
angel ' 

"Tomorrow,  dear." 

— Exchange. 


— Wampus. 


Street  Car  Conductor — How  old 
are  you  little  girl  ? 

Little  Boston  Girl — If  the  Cor- 
poration doesn't  object  I'd  prefer  to 
pay  full  fare  and  keep  my  own 
statistics. 

— Beanpot. 
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OH  FATHER,  OH  FATHER! 
The  prim  old  lady  was  given  the 
first  glass  of  beer  she  ever  had.  After 
sipping  it  for  a  moment  she  looked 
up  with  a  puzzled  air. 

"How  odd""  she  murmured.  "It 
tastes  just  like  the  medicine  my  hus- 
band has  been  taking  for  the  last 
twelve  years." 

— Pitt  Panther. 


My  roommate  is  an  English  ma- 
jor. So  when  he  told  me  he  was 
going  to  take  surveying  I  informed 
aim  mat  I  thought  he  was  nuts.  He 
said  that  maybe  he  was,  but  he 
knew  what  he  was  doing.  He  be- 
gan to  spend  all  afternoon  out  in  the 
fields  with  a  transit,  one  of  those 
telescope  affairs  that  surveyors  are 
always  waving  into.  He  got  so  in- 
terested in  the  work  that  he  would 
stay  out  so  late  that  he  had  to  bring 
the  transit  home  and  keep  it  in  the 
room.  Our  room  is  right  next  door 
to  a  sorority  house.  A  transit  magni- 
fies as  well  as  any  telescope.  My 
roommate  cannot  repeat  the  survey- 
ing course,  so  next  quarter  I  am  go- 
ing to  take  it. 

— Chapparal. 


A  westerner  entered  a  saloon  with 
his  wife  and  three-year-old  boy.  He 
ordered   two  straight   whiskies. 

"Hey,  Pa,"  said  the  kid,  "Ain't 
mother   drinking?" 

— Ranger. 


Hotel  clerk — Why  don't  you  wipe 
the  mud  off  your  shoes  when  you 
come  in  here? 

Man  from  Kentuck — What  shoes? 
— Exchange. 


Mother  (interrupting  couple  en- 
twined upon  the  couch) — What's  go- 
ing on  down  here? 

Daughter — Just  two  minds  run- 
ning in  the  same  channel,  Mother. 

— Punch  Bowl. 


"What  makes  you  think  this  is  a 
night  for  wild  oats?" 

"Your  eyes  have  told  me  sow." 

— Sundial. 

♦ 

Question — Does   the   moon    affect 
the  tide? 

Answer — No  only  the  untied. 

— Gargoyle 

♦ 

He — I   suppose  you  dance. 

She — Oh,  yes.  I  love  to. 

He — Great.  That's  better'n  danc- 


ing. 


-Log 


OLD  REPRINT 

"It's  raining  cats  and  dogs  out- 
side." 

"Yeh,  I  know,  I  just  stepped  into 
a   poodle." 


And  then  there's  the  story  about 
the  little  duckling  who  was  so  em- 
barrassed because  his  first  pants  were 
down. 

— Pitt  Panther. 


KIBITZER 

She  came  to  her  husband  in  tears 
and  managed  to  say:  "Y-y-y-your 
m-mother  has  insulted  me." 

After  calming  her,  he  exclaimed : 
"How  could  she?  She's  in  Chicago!" 

"Well,  she  is,  but  today  a  letter 
came  to  you  in  her  hand-writing  so 
I  opened  it  and — 

"Yes,"   sternly. 

"An-and  she  wrote  this  at  the  b- 
b-bottom:  'Dear  Mary,  be  sure  to 
show  this  to  George'." 

—Owl. 


HURRY  TO  THE 

"HUDDLE" 


You'll  find  delicious  food  and  excellent 
service.  You'll  like  its  friendly  spirit  and  at- 
mosphere— so  why  not  drop  in  soon  and  find 
out  for  yourself  why  so  many  persns  are  say- 
ing, "I'll  see  you  at  the  Huddle." 

After  the  game — after  the  show — or  after 
class — no  matter  what  the  occasion,  you'll 
find  that  the  popular  expression  is,  -"Let's 
hurry  to  the  Huddle." 

The  ORRINSTON 

HUDDLE 

Paul  Cummins,  Manager 
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EASY  WAY  TO  KEEP  YOUR  ROOMMATE 
AWAY  TROM  YOUR  EVENING  CLOT+IES 


375  GLOWWORMS  IN  BOTTLE® 
THROW  SHADOW  OF  INCOMING 
STUDENT®  ON  WALL  WHICH 
CAUSES  DOG(g)TO  WAG  TAIL® 
IN  RECOGNITION  CAUSING  FAN® 
ON  TAIL  TO  SET  UP  8REEZE 
WHICH  MAKES  PENDULUM© 
SWING  FASTER  BRINGING  THE 
HANDS  ON  CLOCK(§)TO  THE  HOUR 
RELEASING  COO  COO®  WHOSE 
BILL  PUNCTURES  BALLOON® 
WHICH  DUMPS    ICE  WATER 
ON   BEE(J)PERCHED  ON 
ARTIFICIAL   FLOWER®.    BEE 
BECOMES  INDIGNANT   AND 
MAKES   B-LINE    FOR   HONEY® 
ON  WALL.  HIS  HUMMING  IS 
MAGNIFIED  BY  MEGAPHONE(g) 
INTO  THE  INDIAN  LOVE  CALL 
WHICH  CAUSES  STATUE  OF 
SITTING  BULL(g)TO  STAND  UP 
AND  SHOOT  ARROW@  AT 
TARGET®  ON  WALL  HITTING 
BULL'S-EYE  WHICH  RELEASES 
AN  AUTOMATIC  SOCKER@ 
IN  CLOTHES  CLOSET  WHICH 
KNOCKS  STUDENT  COLD  TILL 
THE  PARTY  IS  OVER. 


...  AND  AN  EASY  WAY  TO  ENJOY  A  PIPE 


SINCE  ROOMMATES  CAN'T 
BE  ABOLISHED, THE  NEXT 
BEST  THING  IS  TO  SMOKE 
A  LOAD  OF  GOOD  OLD  PRINCE 
ALBERT  AND  DECIDE  TO 
ENJOY  LIFE  ANYWAY  ! 
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We  Make  History 

We're  making  history  here  in  the 
office.  For  the  first  time  in  the  life 
of  the  Parrot,  we  have  co-editors, 
whose  one  purpose  is  to  show  that 
two  heads  are  better  than  one.  We 
have  as  regular  contributors  to  the 
magazine  two  professional  artists 
who  promise  more  cartoons  as  the  year 
gains  momentum.  We  have  a  staff 
photographer  whose  hobby  is  candid 
camera  shots.  We  have  a  commenta- 
tor who,  as  he  writes  Parody,  is 
practicing  for  his  life's  work  as  a 
columnist.  In  fact,  we  have  a  staff 
that  is  not  merely  willing  and  en- 
thusiastic but  capable. 

For  the  first  time  in  years  we  are 
starting  above  board  financially.  So 
square  are  we  with  the  world  that 
the  business  manager  has  promised  a 
32  page  issue  every  month. 

Never  before  have  we  had  the  set 
up  that  we  have  today.  The  materials 
are  here.  If  you  want  them,  we  can 
give  them  to  you.  We  are  only  wait- 
ing for  your  signal.  Every  subscrip- 
tion is  an  indication  of  campus  sup- 
port, and  every  subscription  makes 
for  a  better  magazine,  more  cartoons 
and  pictures.  We'd  like  to  use  tra- 
ditional college  humor  lingo  and  say, 
"What  the  hell !  It's  up  to  you  now" 
But  you  can't  print  that  in  an  edi- 
torial. 

Genevieve  Smith, 

Co-editor. 
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THE  PALMER  HOUSE  ...  The  Empire  Room 
.  .  .  Featuring  Veloz  and  Yolanda  .  .  .  Shep  Fields 
conducting  .  .  .  Dine  .  .  .  $2.50  .  .  .  Sup  .  .  .  $2.00 
.  .  .  Saturday  $2.50 

THE  DRAKE  ...  The  Gold 
Coast  Room  .  .  .  Horace  Heidt 
and  his  Alemite  Brigadiers.  .  .  . 
$2.00  Minimum  .  .  .  Saturday  .  .  . 
$2.50 


THE    EDGEWATER  BEACH   HOTEL 

Johnny    Hamp    in    the    Marine    Dining    Room 
College  Nite  Friday  .  .  .  Dinner  .  .  .  $2.00 


THE  COLLEGE   INN     .  .  . 

Hotel  Sherman  ...  Ice  Skating  Re- 
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With  Johnnie 
Fuller 
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SHOWSPOTS 


HARRIS       •••  Continuing  a  very  successful  sum- 
mer run  of  "Three  Mten  on  a  Horse" 


SELWYN  ...  "Tobacco  Road"  .  .  .  Featuring 
Henry  Hull  ...  A  Show  that  had  a  three  year  run  in 
New  York. 
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•     parody 


By  TOM  CARMODY 


ROBf  RTJOrJ 


Like  everyone  else  around  here, 
the  Parrot  is  quite  proud  of  its  new 
offices.  We're  still  down  in  the  base- 
ment, and  rumor  has  it  that  our 
semi-sumptuous,  and  sometimes  pri- 
vate, office  was  a  kitchen  in  former 
days,  but  we  certainly  are  glad  to 
fall  in  with  the  general  progress. 
And  if  you've  been  wondering  how 
the  University  is  going  to  stand  the 
expense  of  all  the  moving,  now  that 
the  graduation  fee  has  been  cut  in 
two,  rest  easy.  The  blanket  charge 
for  fees  which  has  been  slapped  on 
everyone  will  make  up  three  times 
the  income  lost  by  the  graduation 
fee  reduction.  However,  hollow  as  it 
may  be,  this  latter  reduction  is  a 
great  triumph  for  those  students  and 
organizations  that  have  been  demand- 
ing this  reform  for  the  last  few 
years.  We  wonder  if  the  triumph  is 
worth  what  it's  going  to  cost. 


Women's  skirts  are  to  become 
shorter,  says  Fashion.  One  is  prepar- 
ed for  the  ensuing  increase  in  the 
ogling  ability,  which  is  never  very 
latent  in  the  male  of  the  species,  but 
casual  inquiry  and  random  specula- 
tion on  the  part  of  a  few  of  us,  who 
Like  To  Know  Why  Things  Are 
gave  rise  to  a  few  interesting,  and  it 
may  be,  invidious,  possibilities  under- 
lying the  reappearance  of  the  female 
calf.      One  of  the  first    persons  we 


asked  about  it  said  that  he  believed 
the  fashion  change  to  be  directly 
traceable  to  A.A.A.  curtailment  cf 
agricultural  production.  Suggestions 
from  our  readers  as  to  why  skirts  are 
getting  higher  should  be  addressed  to 
the  editor,  and  then  carefully  thrown 
in  the  nearest  waste  basket. 


The  news  about  women's  skirts  go- 
ing skyward  once  again  gave  our 
favorite  contributor  an  excuse  for  re- 
citing to  us  a  little  ditty  that  dates 
from  the  twenties  when  skirts  were 
as  high  as  the  stock  market.  We 
print  it  here  principally  to  fill  up 
space : 
"When  every   pool   in   Eden  was   a 

mirror 
Which  unto  Eve  her  dainty  charms 

proclaimed, 
She  went  undraped,  without  a  single 

fear 
Or  thought  that  she  had  need  to  be 

ashamed. 
'Twas  not  till  she  had  eaten  of  the 

apple 
That   she   became  inclined    to   be   a 

prude 
And  knew  forevermore  she'd  have  to 

grapple 
With  that  much  debated  problem  of 

the  nude. 
Thereafter  she  devoted    her    atten- 
tions, 
Her  time,  and  all  her  money  to  her 

clothes. 
That  was  the  beginning  of  conven- 
tions 
And  modesty  as  well,  I  do  suppose. 
Reactions  come  about  in  fashions  re- 
cent; 


Now,  girls  conceal  so  little  from  the 

men 
That  it  would  seem  in  name  of  all 

that's  decent 
Someone     should     pass     the     apples 

'round  again." 


We  had  a  lot  of  material  prepared 
about  Huey  Long,  but  he  spoiled  it 
all  by  getting  himself  assassinated. 
One  of  his  dying  remarks  is  choice 
enough  to  go  down  in  history  with 
the  late  Mayor  Cermak's  classic  "I'm 
glad  it  was  me  instead  of  you." 
Huey,  lying  in  a  semi-conscious  state, 
shortly  after  being  shot,  rallied  suf- 
ficiently to  gaze  around  at  those 
about  him,  and  say  bewilderedly,  "I 
wonder  why  he  shot  me  ?"  The  funny 
thing  is,  he  probably  meant  it. 


Our  own  picturesque  speech  dept. 
We  overheard  this  one  evening, 
shortly  after  dusk  when  automobile 
headlights  were  just  being  turned  on. 
A  mild  appearing  lady,  evidently  a  bit 
agitated,  pulled  up  to  a  stoplight  in 
her  expensive  sedan.  She  had  no  lights 
showing.  A  cheery,  helpful  young 
man  was  crossing  in  front  of  her, 
and  in  a  spirit  of  bonhomme,  called, 
"Lights!"  to  the  lady.  She  in  return 
leaned  from  her  window,  and  shouted 
back  with  all  the  fury  that  a  dead 
battery  had  developed,  "Goddammit, 
I  know  it!",  and  roared  away  with 
a  clash  of  gears.  The  young  man 
skipped  to  the  curb,  stood  there  fool- 
ishly for  a  minute,  then  walked 
rapidly  away. 
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Social  Service  notes.  One  of  our 
sociologist  friends  was  carrying  the 
torch  of  service  into  the  w.  k.  Ken- 
tucky mountains  this  summer,  work- 
ing with  relief  agencies  amongst  the 
backwoods  people.  For  a  time  she 
felt  that  she  was  really  Accomplish- 
ing Something,  but  finally,  like  so 
many  others  she  ran  into  something 
that  made  her  wonder  if  it  was  all 
worth  while.  "It  was  this  one  family" 
she  explained  to  us.  "There  were 
three  children  in  the  family  about 
whom  we  were  particularly  concern- 
ed. They  were  all  undernourished, 
and  so  I  told  the  mother  to  give  them 
orange  juice  daily.  About  a  week 
later  I  called  around  to  find  out  how 
the  children  were  doing.  'And  have 
they  been  getting  their  orange  juice?' 
I  asked  the  mother.  'They  drink  a 
bottle  (a  day'  she  replied  proudly, 
'See'.  And  she  pointed  to  a  box  beside 
the  stove.  When  I  looked  in  and  saw 
a  pile  of  empty  bottles  and  realized 
that  she  had  been  giving  them  orange 
pop  all  week,  I  decided  I  should  find 
another  career."  We  sympathised 
with  the  young  lady,  but  wondered 
if  her  experience  was  any  odder  than 
that  of  a  friend  of  a  friend  of  ours 
right  here  in  Chicago.  Also  a  social 
worker,  she  was  interrogating  a  girl 
of  about  thirteen,  who  was  in  ap- 
parent charge  of  six  assorted  little 
ones,  her  brothers  and  sisters.  She  was 
a  disgruntled  and  cynical  maid,  who 
confessed  that  as  soon  as  her  boy 
friend  got  some  money,  they  were 
going  to  get  married.  "But  what  will 
become  of  the  children?"  said  the 
S.  S.  W.  tolerantly.  And  the  startling 
reply  came,  "Well,  we'll  take  these 
two  with  us,  the  twins  can  go  to  an 
orphanage,  and  the  other  two  can  go 
to  hell!" 


Who  says  the  spirit  of  individual- 
ism and  ambition  is  becoming  slack 
in  this  country?  We  have  nothng  to 
fear  on  this  scare  as  long  as  young- 
sters like  Buddy  McElroy  of  M'- 
Allen,  Texas,  roam  the  range.  A 
theater  manager  in  Buddy's  home 
announced  a  prize  of  two  free  passes 


to  the  movie  for  every  black  widow 
spider  that  was  brought  to  the  box 
office.  Buddy  captured  a  female 
spider,  nursed  her  along  until  her 
family  had  increased  by  104  baby 
spiders.  Then  he  went  around  and 
collected  210  passes.  Let's  see,  Rufus 
Jones  came  from  Texas,  too,  didn't 
he? 


Have  you  heard  that  Vox  Pop 
radio  program?  It's  one  of  the  clever- 
est, we  think.  It  consists  of  on  the 
spot  interviews  with  passersby,  and 
we  understand  it's  all  on  the  up  and 
up,  and  is  really  impromptu,  not  re- 
hearsed. Some  of  the  questions,  and 
especially  the  answers  are  choice.  We 
have  in  mind  the  Scotch  gentleman 
who  was  interviewed  several  weeks 
ago.  The  bright  young  man  asking 
the  questions  got  around  to  asking 
him  for  a  definition  of  happiness. 
The  man  replied  that  "it  was  all  in 
the  mind."  A  few  questions  later  the 
interviewer  wanted  to  know  if  the 
gentleman  believed  in  love  at  first 
sight.  "No,"  was  the  answer.  "Not 
love — infatuation,  perhaps."  "Aha," 
was  the  immediate  rejoinder,  "You 
believe  there's  a  difference  between 
love  and  infatuation.  Tell  us,  what  is 
the  difference?"  For  a  few  seconds 
you  could  almost  hear  the  Scotchman 
scratching  his  head.  "Well,"  he 
finally  answered.  "That's  all  in  the 
mind,  too." 


The  same  program  used  this  little 
puzzler  to  inspire  some  of  the  inter- 
viewees. We  still  haven't  been  able 
to  figure  out  a  satisfactory  solution. 
The  problem  is  this:  A  monkey  is 
sitting  in  the  center  of  a  round  table. 
A  man  walks  around  the  table,  and 
as  he  walks  the  monkey  keeps  turn- 
ing so  that  it  always  faces  the  man. 
Now,  the  question:  Does  the  man 
walk  around  the  monkey?  Remember 
that  although  the  man  makes  a  com- 
plete circuit  of  the  table,  the  monkey 
always  keeps  turned  so  that  it  con- 
stantly faces  the  man.  Anybody  want 
to  help  us  out? 


Poetry     that     will     live     corner. 
You've  probably  all  heard  this  one  at 
one  time  or  another,  but    it's    still 
good. 
There's    the     wonderful    love    of   a 

beautiful  maid. 
The  love  of  a  staunch,  true  man; 
There's  the  love  of  a  baby  unafraid. 
All  have  existed  since  time  began. 
But  the  wonderful  love,  the  love  of 

all  loves, 
Even  greater  than  that  of  a  mother, 
Is  the  infinite,  tender,  passionate  love 
Of  one  dead  drunk  for  another. 

It's  the  next  to  the  last  line  that 
appeals  to  us.  Its  so  sort  of  accumu- 
latively expressive. 


How's  your  geography?  Pretty 
good,  eh  ?  Take  our  advice,  and  don't 
be  too  sure.  For  instance  do  you 
know  whether  Rome,  Italy  is  north 
or  south  of  New  York  City?  If  you 
know  that,  you  should  know  where 
Paris  (France,  not  Illinois)  is  in  re- 
lation to  Chicago.  We've  got  our 
atlas  right  beside  us,  so  we  know  that 
both  these  foreign  cities  are  north  of 
the  respective  American  points.  And 
it's  easy  for  us  to  notice  that  all  but 
a  very  little  slice  of  South  America 
is  east  of  Washingtan,  D.  C.  You 
probably  knew  all  this,  but  don't  get 
caught  like  we  did  the  other  night. 
Somebody  laid  us  a  buck  to  fifty  cents 
that  we  couldn't  write  the  names  of 
the  forty-eight  states  within  five 
minutes,  and  another  buck,  to  a 
quarter  this  time,  that  we  couldn't 
add  the  capitals  in  ten  more  minutes. 
If  you  think  we  didn't  lose  the  six 
bits  try  it  yourself.  But  don't  try  it 
on  your  little  brother  in  sixth  grade. 
He  might  know. 


We've  only  touched  the  surface 
of  this  vicarious  exploration.  You 
should  try  it  yourself,  if  only  to  keep 
out  of  the  class  of  the  young  lady 
who  was  enjoying  herself  at  the  zoo. 
She  had  been  taking  in  everything 
with  much  enthusiasm,  but  pulled  up 
aghast  before  the  kangaroos.  "Look", 
she  gasped,  horror-stricken.  "It  says, 
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'Native  of  Australia'.  Isn't  it  awful ! 
And  to  think  that  my  Aunt  Hannah 
married  one  of  those!" 
♦ 
While  we're  on  the  subject  we 
must  mention  a  dear  friend  of  ours 
who  toured  through  California  and 
Mexico  this  summer.  She's  the  kind 
who  faithfully  collects  souvenirs  from 
everyplace  she  visits,  and  came  back 
loaded  with  sombreros,  serapes,  pot- 
tery, etc.  But  particularly  was  she 
proud  of  a  set  of  fancily  decorated 
coasters  which  she  had  bought  in 
some  Indian  Art  shop.  We  were  idly 
examining  them,  doing  a  fair  job  of 
keeping  interested,  when  we  noticed 
a  stamped  trade-mark  on  the  little 
cardboards  which  read,  "Blank  Paper 
Board  Mfg.  Co.,  Chicago,  111."  We 
put  the  coasters  down  quietly,  and 
hurriedly  began  examining  some 
snapshots  she'd  taken  on  the  trip. 
After  all,  she  had  bought  them  in 
Mexico,  from  the  'rarest  old  peon'.L 


We're  not  so  much  on  politics, 
particularly  on  A.A.A  farm  relief 
activities.  But  we  do  like  our  pork 
chops,  And  what  with  things  being 
the  way  they  are  we're  been  a  little 
short  on  pork  chops  for  the  last 
couple  of  months.  When  we  scouted 
around  to  find  out  why,  we  found 
that  there  is  somewhat  of  a  shortage 
of  pig  meat,  and  pork  chops  are 
worth  their  weight  in  dough.  We 
further  found  that  many,  many  mil- 
lions of  $  have  been  paid  to  farmers 
who  have  not  raised  pigs. 
We're  glad  the  farmers  got  the 
money,  of  course,  but  we  don't  see 
that  it  would  have  hurt  things  much 
if  they  had  been  given  the  same 
money  for  having  raised  all  those 
pigs  that  they  didn't  raise.  The 
farmers  could  still  have  been  given 
the  money  and  we  could  have  had 
our  pork  chops.  And  we  do  like  our 
pork  chops.  And  it  would  be  easier 
to  hand  all  that  money  to  the  farm- 


ers if  we  had  lots  of  nice  fat  pigs  in 
all  the  stockyards  instead  of  only  the 
unborn  ghosts  of  millions  of  porkers. 


This  magazine  really  wouldn't  be 
complete  without  a  parrot  story.  We 
hope  to  run  at  least  one  every  issue, 
just  for  atmosphere.  This  month's  is 
about  the  retired  sea-captain  who 
owned  a  very  rough,  tough  old  parrot 
that  had  been  his  companion  for 
years  and  years.  The  captain  had  re- 
tired to  a  sedate  little  New  England 
town,  and  was  gradually  beginning 
to  fall  in  with  the  straightlaced  social 
traditions  of  the  village.  He  also  had 
fallen  in  with  a  very  prim  and  strict 
widow  who  was  graciously  doing  her 
best  to  help  the  captain  renounce  for- 
ever the  hoary,  hardbitten  life  of  his 
earlier  years.  Well,  the  captain  was 
getting  along  fairly  well  in  the  vil- 
lage society,  and  under  the  widow's 
tutelage  he  was  developing  into  quite 


He:  "Do  you  play?" 

She:  "I  dare  you  to  turn  off  the  lights." 
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Boy:  "There  are  a  lot  of  couples  that  don't  pet  in  parked  cars." 
Officer:  "Yea,  the  woods  are  full  of  them." 


a  respectable  gentleman.  Tea-cups, 
church-socials,  and  what-not,  you 
know.  But  there  was  one  great  draw- 
back to  his  drawing  room  conquests, 
and  that  was  the  conduct  of  his  par- 
rot. This  two  fisted  bird  wasn't  to 
be  made  over  just  like  that.  He'd 
been  a  rip-snorter  all  his  days,  and  a 
rip-snorter  he'd  remain.  Of  course  it 
was  very  embarrassing  for  the  cap- 
tain to  be  entertaining  the  whist 
club,  or  the  widow,  and  to  have  his 
pet  suddenly  let  loose  with  a  string 
of  profanity  and  strong,  strident 
language  of  a  vulgar  nature.  Things 
had  just  about  reached  a  crisis,  with 
the  captain  torn  between  love  for 
his  faithful  old  companion,  and  de- 
sire for  social  distinction.  He  could- 
n't brng  himself  to  part  with  parrot, 
and  yet  things  obviously  couldn't  go 
on  as  they  were  with  the  bird  insult- 
ing the  minister  and  the  elders  at 
every  opportunity.  At  this  crucial 
moment  came  the  widow  to  the 
rescue.  She  knew  how  it  was,  she 
said.  She  had  a  parrot  herself,  one 
that  had  .been  with  her  for  years. 
Her  parrot    was  a   nice   little   lady 


parrot,  not  at  all  like  the  captain's 
wicked  bird.  Her  Polly  was  as  reli- 
gious and  as  ladylike  as  the  captain's 
was  rough  and  sea-faring.  "Now," 
said  the  widow,  after  explaining  this 
to  the  captain,  "My  parrot  is  so 
good,  and  is  always  praying,  so  that 
she  would  undoubtedly  be  a  refining 
influence  on  your  bird.  We'll  just 
put  them  together,  and  when  your 
pet  sees  mine  praying  so  earnestly, 
he'll  be  moved  to  reform."  Well, 
since  that  was  what  the  widow  want- 
ed that's  what  they  did,  and  our  next 
scene  shows  the  two  birds  just  after 
the  toughy  had  been  added  to  the 
cage  of  pretty  Polly.  This  lady  took 
a  quick  look  at  the  big  male,  her 
heart  missed  a  few  beats,  and  she 
cuddled  over  in  a  corner  and  started 
praying  to  beat  the  band.  The  sailor 
parrot  ogled  approvingly  for  a  few 
seconds,  and  then  sidled  over  beside 
the  other.  "Hi,  babe!"  he  greeted  her 
boisterously.  "How  would'ja  like  to 
do  some  smoochin?"  He  leered  sug- 
gestively, poking  her  with  his  elbow. 
The  little  lady  parrot  peeped  out 
timidly,  as  if  scarcely  believing  what 


she  had  heard.  She  cocked  her  head 
coyly.  "Why  sure",  she  said  pertly, 
"what  the  hell  do  you  think  I've 
been  praying  for  all  these  years?" 


As  we  write  this  we  are  anxiously 
awaiting  the  outcome  of  the  most 
intriguing  sporting  event  that  we 
have  heard  about  in — well  practic- 
ally, ever.  The  reference  is  to  a 
women's  "strip"  golf  tournament 
sponsored  by  a  Mrs.  Austin  and 
others  of  an  Oregon  country  club. 
The  tournament,  it  seems,  is  to  be  a 
nine  hole,  match  play  event.  For  each 
hole  that  a  contestant  loses  she  must 
divest  herself  of  one  garment,  ribbons 
and  accessories  not  counting.  At  pres- 
ent there  are  sixteen  entries  awaiting 
the  tee-off  in  sweltering  weather 
which  promise  a  wide  open  battle. 


We  were  talking  with  our  foreign 
correspondent  the  other  night.  He's 
just  back  from  a  six  month's  stay  in 
southern  Europe,  especially  Italy.  He 
has  been  studying  art,  or  something 
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in  Florence,  Naples,  Kome,  and 
other  places,  and  his  talk  is  filled 
with  references  to  forums,  ruins, 
cathedrals,  art  galleries,  etc.,  etc., 
to  a  point  where  you  can't  always 
depend  on  him  for  interesting  and 
unusual  facts.  He  did  have  quite  a  bit 
to  say  about  Facism.  From  what  we 
gather  the  Blackshirts  are  really  regi- 
mented. Everybody  is  in  some  Facist 
group,  ranging  up  from  the  children 
from  six  to  twelve,  on  through  the 
ones  from  twelve  to  sixteen.  After 
them  come  those  up  to  twenty  or  so, 
known  as  the  junior  Facists,  and 
finally  the  full-fledged,  grown-up 
Facists.  All  of  the  groups  are  further 
subdivided,  and  organized  along  mili- 
tary lines.  They  have  planned  week- 
ends, etc.,  and  drill  frequently  with 
full  military  equipment.  All  except 
the  youngest,  the  Wolf  Cubs,  those 
under  twelve  years.  These  have 
wands   instead   of   guns. 

Our  correspondent  particularly  re- 
membered this  group,  because  of  a 
parade  which  he  saw.  A  column  of 
these  youngsters  was  marching  in 
Rome,  striding  along  stiffly  and 
proudly,  all  in  step,  responding 
smartly  to  the  commands  of  the  lead- 
er. Suddenly  the  order  was  given  for 
a  "column  right".  Immediately  the 
lines  turned,  and  started  briskly  off 
in  the  new  direction.  All  but  one 
little  chap  about  seven  years  old. 
Resolutely,  never  missing  a  step,  eyes 
straight  ahead,  wand  held  firmly,  he 
continued  bravely  along  the  old  line 
of  march  all  by  himself.  After  a  few 
yards  he  suddenly  realized  his  posi- 
tion, swiftly  dropped  his  military 
manner,  and  became  a  very  em- 
barrassed and  troubled  little  boy  as 
he  frantically  scurried  back  to  his 
place  in  the  ranks. 


Another  stooge  of  ours  said  that 
there  was  no  need  of  going  to  Italy 
to  find  an  incident  like  the  above.  He 
was  minded  of  the  night  this  sum- 
mer down  in  Soldier's  Field,  right  in 
Chicago.  A  pageant  of  some  kind  was 


being  enacted,  and  one  of  the  princi- 
pal parts  of  the  production  consisted 
of  a  myriad  of  little  girls  dressed  up 
to  represent  buttercups.  The  group 
danced  gaily  into  the  stadium,  went 
through  their  part,  and  at  a  signal 
flittered  out  again.  All  but,  of  course, 
the  inevitable  one,  who,  it  seems  had 
taken  root,  and  just  refused  to  leave. 
After  a  deal  of  persuasion  and  chas- 
ing, officials  managed  to  lure  her 
from  the  field,  and  the  pageant  went 
on  to  what  we  hope  was  a  triumph- 
ant conclusion. 


Back  to  Italy.  Our  friend  was 
telling  of  the  old  man  he  met  who 
lived  in  a  little  shack  along  the 
ancient  Appian  Way.  Nearby  was  an 
old  ruin.  When  the  old  man  was 
asked  what  the  ruin  was,  he  was  un- 
able to  give  a  more  definite  reply 
than  that  thing  was  "very  old". 
Again  our  home-town  stooge  wonder- 
ed how  many  people  living  in  Chi- 
cago, for  instance,  were  familiar  with 
the  more  famous  and  worthwhile  at- 
tractions of  the  city.  We  personally 
know  people,  Chicagoans,  who  went 
only  once  or  twice  to  the  Century  of 
Progress.  And  how  many  Northwest- 
ern students  really  know  where 
everything  of  interest  on  the  campus 
is  located  ? 


Of  course  you've  all  seen  the  new 
Yelloiv  Cabs.  It's  probably  a  safe  bet 
that  some  of  our  readers  have  even 
ridden  in  them.  (After  all,  everybody 
around  here  isn't  as  poor  as  the 
editors).  Anyhow,  as  we  were  saying, 
they're  pretty  smooth  jobs.  The  thing 
that  interested  us  about  them  was 
their  color.  Yes  sir,  for  the  first  time 
in,  Lo,  these  many  years!  Yellow 
Cabs  are  actually  yellow.  It  never 
bothered  us  because  we're  a  bit  color- 
blind anyway,  but  the  man  that  told 
us  seemed  quite  relieved  that  the  Cab 
people  had  at  last  swung  into  line. 
He's  going  out  after  streamlining 
concerns  now.  He  claims  the  whole 
thing   is    grossly    misrepresented,    or 


misnamed,  or  something,  and  he's  got 
a  whole  sheaf  of  pictures  of  rivers 
and  brooks  to  prove  his  point.  We're 
not  taking  sides,  ourselves. 


One  of  the  neatest  cracks  we  have 
heard  was  the  one  on  Rudy  Vallee's 
radio  hour.  Rudy  was  interviewing 
the  famous  Dr.  Allan  Dafoe,  and 
wanted  to  know  if  the  doctor  had 
very  many  cases  of  twins  or  other 
odd  lots  of  babies.  The  doctor  ad- 
mitted that  he  came  across  quite  a 
few  in  his  neighborhood,  and  explain- 
ed that  the  reason  for  it  was  the 
character  of  the  strong,  virile  French- 
Canadian  stock  of  the  people  amongst 
whom  he  worked.  "Well,"  said  Rudy 
proudly.  "That's  interesting.  You 
know,  I'm  of  French-Canadian  stock 
myself."  "Is  that  so?"  replied  Dr. 
Dafoe.  "That  leaves  it  right  up  to 
you,  doesn't  it,  Rudy?" 


If  ho  says  there  s  a  lack  of  oppor- 
tunity in  America  to-day?  A  recent 
progress  item  from  the  Literary  Di- 
gest states  that  "Dr.  Leslie  A.  Cham- 
bers, of  the  University  of  Pennsyl- 
vania, blasted  the  hoary  adage  that 
thunder  sours  milk,  and  showed  that 
if  a  loud  enough  noise  is  made  at  the 
milk,  the  baby  will  digest  it  more 
easily."  So  help  us,  we  print  it  just 
as  it  was  written.  It  still  puzzles  us, 
but  we're  quite  certain  that  it  opens 
up  a  new  field  for  experienced  make- 
noise-at-milk-ers. 


Strangest  feeling  of  the  month. 
Picking  up  a  newspaper  and  reading 
of  Jackie  Coogan's  engagement.  It 
struck  us  as  being  one  of  those  things 
that  should  never  have  happened. 
How  the  world  do  move !  ( Maybe 
that's  why  we  haven't  seen  any 
Jackie  Coogan  pictures  lately.) 
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To  put  in  mildly,  this  is  going  to 
be  one  helluva  gossip  column.  .  .  . 
Not  only  do  we  not  have  a  supply 
of  fresh  dirt  on  hand,  but  also  there 
seems  to  be  a  lack  of  stooges  around 
....  Any  bits  of  personal  informa- 
tion, or  chatter  of  any  kind  whatever 
will  be  accepted  by  this  department 
at  face  value.  .  .  .  Maybe  we  could 
get  Woods  Hinrichs  to  take  over  the 
job.  .  .  .  He  claims  to  be  languishing 
in  a  sort  of  aimless  condition.  .  .  . 
And  just  because  his  tall  blond  Delta 
Gamma  friend  graduated,  and  is  at 
home  somewhere  in  Iowa.  .  .  .  We 
haven't  heard  how  Wood's  many 
rivals  are  doing.  .  .  .  There  were  a 
couple  of  others  two,  and  if  they 
have  anything  to  say,  let  them  come 
forward. 

It  sure  is  a  pitiful  and  wondrous 
thing  to  see  a  strong  man  made  into 
a  monkey  just  by  the  twist  of  a  fe- 
male mind.  .  .  .  Or  to  put  it  even 
more  crudely,  simply  by  a  twist.  .  .  . 
Were  thinking  now  of  Wally  Mer- 
rill, the  handsome  star  of  last  year's 
WAA-MU  show  who  was  stood  up 
so  shamelessly  by  Barbara  Baker, 
that  rotund  little  Y.W.  girl  at  the 
new  student  dance  last  month.  .  .  . 
Even  the  oil  poured  on  the  waters 
by  Shirley  Richardson  wasn't  enough 
to  make  Wallie  realize  that,  after 
all,  the  movies  have  been  chiseling  on 
the  stage  for  some  time  now,  and 
that  we  must  all  go  down  before  pro- 


gress. .  .  .  And  what  progress  Bar- 
bara is  making.  .  .  . 

Jani'e  big  brother,  Art  Mcintosh, 
played  around  the  Kappa  house  for 
year  on  year,  but  we  notice  he  turn- 
ed to  the  Alpha  Phi  s  when  he  began 
distributing  diamonds,  Athalie  Caesar 
never  said  much  when  we  were 
around,  but  we  figure  sometime  in 
the  next  30  or  40  years,  she  will  have 
something  to  say.  .  .  .  And  Mac's 
planning  to  be  right  there  to  get 
it.  .  .  .  We  hear  from  good  authority 
that  Athalie  was  asked,  in  fun  of 
course,  why  she  and  Art  didn't  buy 
a  Barrington  Estate  and  move  out 
there  when  they  were  married.  "Oh, 
I  don't  know,"  Miss  Caesar  replies, 
"Maybe  we  will'  ....  Come  now 
Athalie,  you're  headed  for  some  big 
disappointments.  .  .  .  Sometimes  when 
people  are  first  married  they  have  to 
economize  and  get  along  without  a 
footman.  .   .  . 

Our  good  old  Navy  boys  certain- 
ly had  a  trip  last  summer.  .  .  .  From 
what  we  hear,  most  of  the  tars 
(snikers)  were  laboring  under  the 
impression  that  the  Atlantic  Ocean 
was  on  the  point  of  drying  up,  and 
so  on  shore  leave  they  took  on  enough 
ballast  to  float  them  back  to  Evans- 
ton  again.  .  .  .  And  why  not  with 
things  as  cheap  as  they  are  in  those 
ports.  .  .  .  Al  Lind  didn't  lose  any 
time  with  the  natives.  ...  In  fact 
one  of  the  dusky  maidens  tossed  her 
grass  skirts  into  a  boat  and  followed 
him  out  to  sea.  ...  If  she  were 
she'd  learn,  like  all  the  girls,  to  take 
Al's  line  for  what  it's  worth.  .  .  . 
around  Northwestern  for  a  while, 
Bill  French  and  Ralph  Lindgren 
couldn  t  resist  the  bargains  in  a  St. 


Thomas  drygoods  store,  and  took  ad- 
vantage of  the  occasion  to  send  Fran- 
nie  Griggs  and  Georgia  Kemper 
some  gorgeous  beach  robes.  .  .  . 
Imagine  their  embarrassment  when 
the  lucky  ladies  wrote,  thanking  them 
for  the  lovely  negligees.  .  .  .  And  we 
have  it  on  first  hand  authority  that 
if  Chick  Rork  had  remained  in  San 
Juan  for  two  more  days,  the  whoie 
populace  would  have  been  singing 
"Moonglow".  .  .  .  (And  if  he'd  stay- 
ed three  days  more,  they'd  have 
thrown  him  into  the  ocean).  .  .  . 
We  hope  Chick  has  added  to  his 
repertoire  this  year.  .  .  .  He's  too 
good  a  singer  to  waste  his  time  on 
just  one  song.  .  .  . 

Gracemary  Billings  young  sister 
Kay  has  already  made  the  grade.  .  .  . 
Virgil  B.  Day  has  taken  it  upon  him- 
self to  show  her  around,  at  least  for 
a  while.  .  .  .  Gracemary 's  arrows 
have  finally  settled  into  the  heart  of 
Bill  Pavey  it  seems,  and  once  again 
the  tent  is  up  and  the  band  is  play- 
ing. .  .  . 

Everybody  agreed  that  this  year's 
new  student  dance  was  one  of  the 
most  impregnable  affairs  ever  staged 
hereabouts.  But  it  presented  no  prob- 
lem to  that  redountable  engineer, 
John  T.  Gibbons.  .  .  .  While  every- 
one else  was  looking  for  back  doors, 
pleading  with  Messrs.  Miller,  Bun- 
tain,  and  Linsday,  or  trying  to  make 
the  grade  with  fake  group  leader 
badges,  John  simply  donned  a  pair  of 
horn-rimmed  glasses,  went  into 
character  as  a  freshman,  sidled  up  to 
the  door,  presented  a  foled  piece  of 
paper  after  a  few  innocuous  quest- 
ions, and  continued  into  the  dance. 
(Continued  on  Page  30) 
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By  BENSON  JEWEL 


AT  OUR  HOUSE 


An    Intimate  Glimpse 
of  Home 


"It  behooves  me  to  tell  you  about 
our  family.  We  are  really  a  quaint 
bunch  of  souls.  We  live  in  the  up- 
lands, way  way  up,  and  there  are 
twenty  of  us  not  counting  Mother 
and  Dad.  If  you  count  Mother  and 
Dad  there  are  twenty-two  of  us, 
not  counting  our  pets  and  farm  ani- 
mals which,  if  you  count  them,  makes 
more. 

Mother  and  Dad  are  really  funny 
old  sons  of  guns.  I  suppose  you 
would  call  Mother  a  son  of  a  gun 
— daughter  of  a  gun  does  not  sound 
natural,  and  anyway  she  has  always 
been  somewhat  of  a  torn  boy.  They 
are  really  quite  young  in  their  old 
age,  and  do  some  awfully  cute  things. 
For  instance,  the  other  day  I  came 
in  and  there  was  Dad  beating 
Mother's  head  against  the  wall.  He 
had  her  ,by  the  ankles,  and  he  would 
whirl  around  twice  and  then  step  up 
and  smack  her  head  against  the  wall 
like  Babe  Ruth  would  knock  a  home 
run.  It  was  funny  to  feel  the  house 
shake  when  her  head  would  connect 
with  one  of  the  two  by  fours  in  the 
wall.    (You    see,    our    house    has    a 


striking  resemblance  to  a  barn,  ex- 
cept that  a  barn  has  doors  and  our 
house  has  not.)  Pretty  soon  Mother 
hollered,  'You'd  better  quit  Paw  or 
you'll  shore  as  Hell  butt  down  the 
house'.  Then  Paw  said,  'You're  a'- 
braggin'.  You  aint  that  tough.'  Then 
they  both  laughed  and  Dad  socked 
her  head  against  the  wall  again 
harder  than  ever.  They  sure  have 
fun.  Considerable  blood  and  brains 
was  left  on  the  wall  after  this  epi- 
sode. Every  once  in  awhile  Dad  will 
point  to  the  gore  and  say,  'I  didn't 
think  ya  had  it  in  ya  Maw"',  and 
then  they  both  laugh.  The  sure  are 
lovable  old  souls. 

Mother  used  to  like  to  twist 
Dad's  leg.  You  see  he  had  quite  big 
bones,  and  they  made  a  keen  sound 
when  they  busted.  She  would  sit 
there  sometimes  for  an  hour  straight 
and  bust  Dad's  legs  while  he  was 
smoking  his  pipe.  He  always  swore 
his  legs  were  stronger  after  they 
mended.  One  day  Mother  was  feel- 
ing particularly  playful  and  twisted 
one  of  Dad's  legs  clear  off  at  the 
knee. 


/r&f&ffe^  --    -. 


A  penny  for  your  thoughts 


Sometimes  he  would  forget  he 
didn't  have  a  leg  on  one  side,  then 
he  would  fall  clear  down  stairs  and 
whack  his  head  on  the  floor.  Some- 
times he  would  be  out  for  over  an 
hour,  and  when  he  came  to  he  would 
lie  there  and  wiggle  and  make  the 
darndest  moans  and  funny  noises.  He 
would  often  be  so  bad  off  that  he 
could  hardly  drag  himself  to  bed.  We 
would  have  helped  him,  but  we 
couldn't  stand  to  have  any  softies  in 
our  family.  Besides,  it  was  more  fun 
to  watch  him  anyway. 
t 

We  used  to  have  a  lot  of  fun 
with  the  little  kids.  We  would  take 
a  big  heavy  boulder  which  it  took 
several  of  us  to  lift,  and  fix  it  up 
over  the  door.  We  had  it  so  it  would 
fall  when  someone  came  through  the 
door.  It  would  bounce  off  of  Mother 
and  Dad  pretty  well,  not  doing  more 
than  knocking  them  silly  for  an  hour 
cr  so.  But  when  one  of  the  little 
kids  came  through  it  would  splatter 
him  all  over  the  porch  and  steps. 
After  we  were  tired  of  watching 
him  wiggle  and  flop  around  and  make 
crazy  sounds  we  would  pound  a  stake 
through  him  to  hold  him  still  so  he 
wouldn't  get  in  the  flower  beds. 

I  had  to  laugh  at  Mother  and 
Dad  the  other  day.  We  were  sitting 
at  the  table  eating  and  Dad  was  tak- 
ing a  drink  from  his  bottle.  Mother 
winked  at  me,  then  all  of  a  sudden 
she  doubled  up  her  fist  and  smashed 
the  bottle  right  back  into  Dad's 
head.  It  didn't  knock  him  cold,  but 
it  busted  out  all  of  his  teet.  It  sure 
was  funny  to  sit  there  and  watch 
Dad  spit  out  teeth.  Besides  that,  his 
(Continued  on  Page  30) 
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"Come   now,   Prexy.  Quit  your  kiddin'l" 


"How  I'm  doin1,  dean?" 


PROFESSORS 

AND 


THEIR  NIGHT  LIFE 
IN  WORD  AND    PICTURE 


"Some  floor  show,  eh  what?" 


"Yea,  that's  what  she  saidi' 
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"A  little  higher,  Miss" 


"Aw,   Mamma,  do  we  have  to  go?" 
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"Let's  begin." 


"Oh,  professor!" 
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She   Luxes   her   undies. 


Here  comes  Lulu. 


Damn. 


"Has  she  got  a  friend?" 


It's  free,  anyway 
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By  JACK  SHANNON 


THE  FRATERNITY 

That  Old  Collegiate 
Institution 


Somehow  I  have  managed  to  be- 
come rather  confused  about  that  old 
collegiate    institution,    the   fraternity. 

On  the  one  side  I  am  told  that  in  a 
fraternity  scholarship  is  quite  as 
scarce  as  night  clubs  in  Timbucktoo. 
Each  pledge  must  present  credentials 
proving  that  his  ancestors  for  three 
generations  were  morons  and  that  his 
own  I.  Q.  is  three  degrees  lower 
than  that  of  the  average  policeman. 
Should  mistake  occur  and  a  student 
be  pledged ;  his  perfidy  revealed, 
he  is  ostracised  as  one  unclean  until 
he  make  a  public  desavowal  of  his 
foolish  ways.  If  this  method  fail  he 
is  subjected  to  the  thousand  tortures 
until  he  conform.  If  he  is  still  ob- 
durate, the  only  course  left  open  to 
the  self-respecting  fraternity  is  to  get 
out  the  hot  irons,  brand  the  horrible 


word  "grind"  across  the  back  of  the 
deceased  one,  and  release  him  as  one 
cursed.  Tnis  last  step  is  designed  as 
a  precaution  to  warn  other  frater- 
nities against  this  living  horror.  As 
for  books  in  the  fraternity  house,  they 
are  lmited  to  simplified  editions  of 
Dick  Tracy  and  Tarzan.  The  Chap- 
ter Hall  is  a  place  where  professors 
are  burned  in  effigy,  and  economics 
books  are  destroyed  page  by  page  in 
solemn  ritual.  The  preferred  type  of 
Chapter  President  is  a  Kentucky  hill 
billy  with  an  inborn  prejudice  against 
learning.  The  National  Fraternity  is 
an  organization  which  is  devoted  to 
perfecting  techniques  for  sleeping  in 
lecture   and  playing  poker   in   lab. 

On  the  other  side  I  am  informed 
that  each  fraternity  is  superior  to  the 
New  York  Yacht  Club  in  selectness, 
to  the  U.  S.  Steel  Corporation 
\       in  organization,  to  the  Rotary 
'"f^L    Club  in  Scope,  and  to  the  Har- 
well   varcj   qud   ;n   culture.   Walter 
Dill     Scott     calls     upon     each 


foaaeTsct 

"What  a  heluva  room-mate  you  turned  out  to  be!" 


fraternity  to  give  its  consent  up- 
on a  policy  before  he,  himself,  will 
endorse  it.  The  professors  doff  their 
hats  or  salute  each  fraternity  presi- 
dent as  he  passes  on  .the  campus. 
Emily  Post  is  merely  expressing  what 
her  betters,  the  fraternity  social 
chairmen,  have  known  for  a  long 
time.  Dorothy  Dix  gets  her  material 
from  the  fraternity  men.  Every  fra- 
ternity man  is  brainer  than  Einstein, 
wittier  than  Jimmy  Walker,  and 
better  lookng  than  John  Barrymore. 
The  Chapter  meetings  are  held  so 
that  material  may  be  collected  for 
Esquire's  fashions.  Walter  Winchell 
would  have  a  better  column  if  he 
used  the  material  at  Northwestern 
University.  He  is  prejudiced  for  New 
York.  Immediately  upon  graduating 
each  Northwestern  is  besieged  with 
offers  to  go  in  business  or  invitations 
to  join  the  social  Four  Hundred. 
Fred  Astaire  and  Clifton  Webb  come 
to  the  fraternity  houses  to  learn  new 
steps  in  dancing,  Bing  Crosby  drops 
in  to  improve  his  vocal  technique,  and 
Clark  Gable  isn't  too  proud  to  take 
advice  from  the  boys  on  his  specialty. 
Jean  Harlow,  Clara  Bow,  and  Greta 
Grabo  would  move  to  the  campus 
except  that  their  work  keeps  them  in 
Hollywood.  Greta  is  thinking,  how- 
ever, of  giving  up  her  work  for  this 
reason. 

I  am  ashamed  to  admit  that  I  am 
confused  about  this  Old  Collegiate 
Institution,  the  Fraternity. 
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An 

Intimate 

Biography 

of 


ALEXANDER  CAMERON   DUNCAN 


I 


!  is  eminently  fitting  that  we 
should  begin  this  series  of  sketches 
of  campus  notables  with  a  short  but 
highly  illuminating  biography  of 
Alexander  Cameron  Duncan.  We  are 
thus  honoring  Mr.  Duncan  because 
he  embodies  one  of  the  most  admir- 
able of  human  traits — speed.  This 
characteristic  so  premeates  his  entire 
life  and  activity  that  to  set  before 
you  even  so  fleeting  a  glimpse  of  his 
personality  is  to  set  before  you  an 
ideal.  With  deepest  respect  and 
sincere  gratitude  for  the  example  he 
has  set  for  his  school  and  his  fellow 
men,  we  present  Alexander  Cameron 
Duncan,  because  he  is  fast  in  his  con- 
versation, his  ability  to  get  things 
done,  and  his  sex  life. 

When  Alex  was  born,  back  in 
1914,  he  was  practically  bald.  Now, 
after  twenty-one  brief  years,  he  is 
once  more  in  the  same  condition. 
However,  Mr.  Duncan  ( Old  Bill  we 
call  him,  for  Billiard  Ball)  is  taking 
steps  to  restore  the  luxurous  growth 
which  once  waved  about  his  temples, 
and  faithfully  twice  each  week  he 
hies  himself  to  the  salon  of  Princess 


Bald  Eagle,  whose  wizardry  in  re- 
storing hair  is  famed  in  song  and 
story.  So  far  the  net  result  of  the 
Princess'  magic  touch  has  been  a 
touch  has  been  a  slight  acceleration 
in  the  disappearance  of  Duncan's 
hair,  and  a  suggestion  of  peroxide  be- 
tokening the  thoroughness  with 
which  the  lady  fulfills  her  task  of 
beautification. 

Duncan,  in  his  five  or  six  years  at 
Northwestern  has  attained  a  deal  of 
fame.  Last  year  he  was  production 
manager  of  the  WAA-MU  show, 
which,  if  it  had  had  some  music 
would  have  been  an  excellent  musical 
comedy,  except  that  it  wasn't  funny. 
Old  Bill  was  also  business  manager 
of  the  Syllabus  last  year.  An  indica- 
tion of  his  business  astuteness  is 
shown  by  his  method  of  selling  each 
copy  of  that  splendid  work  to  four 
or  five  different  people.  As  long  as 
only  one  of  the  several  purchasers 
came  around  to  get  the  book  every- 
thing was  jake.  You  can  see  at  a 
glance  that  if  this  process  were  re- 
peated on  very  many  copies  the 
profits  would  increase  no  end.  Now 


maybe  you'll  understand  why  we 
think  Alex  ought  to  go  a  long  way 
in  this  world. 

Duncan,  although  somewhat  er- 
ratic, is  none  the  less  right  in  there 
with  the  ladies.  He  may  give  you  the 
impression  that  he  just  don't  give  a 
darn,  but  we  know  better.  Last  year 
he  drove  all  the  way  to  Columbia, 
Missouri,  to  have  a  date  with  a  girl 
he'd  never  seen  or  heard  of  before. 
Unfortunately,  it  turned  out  that  the 
gal  had  never  worn  shoes  in  her  life 
and  went  around  chewing  tobacco, 
but  Old  Bill  said  the  ride  to  Co- 
lumbia and  back  was  fun  anyway. 

Naturally,  in  the  course  of  his  busy 
college  life  during  which  he  has  been 
elected  to  Purple  Key,  Deru,  and 
named  co-chairman  of  the  aforemen- 
tioned WAAnMU  show  this  year, 
Alex  has  had  to  devise  various  ex- 
pedients to  make  his  work  more  ef- 
ficient. One  of  his  favorite  tricks  is 
to  write  down  brilliant  inspirations 
orr  pieces  of  paper  so  that  these 
flashes  of  genius  won't  be  lost  to 
posterity.  The  next  step,  then,  is  to 
(Continued  on  Page  30) 


22 


FRATERNITY 
HALL  OF  SHAME 


PURPLE    PARROT 


Oswald  Horace  Biff:  The  juvenile  Woollcott 
.  .  .  has  read  everything  except  the  Police  Ga- 
zette. .  .  Kinda  cute  when  he's  drunk.  .  .  .  Too 
stout  to  eat  his  desserts. 


"Spud"  Minx:  Miniature  man.  .  .  5  foot  2  and 
eyes  that  woo.  .  .  Old  enough  to  vote.  .  .  But 
he  can't  find  an  election.  .  .  As  a  freshman  sent 
out  for  cigarettes.  .  .  Sent  home  for  a  note 
from  parents.  .  .  And  him  smoking  cigars.  .  . 
Silver  Slipper  wouldn't  let  him  in.  .  .  Likes  his 
blondes  brazen.  .  .  Brown  eyes  .  .  .  Pink  tooth 
brush. 


D.  Loon  Fox:  Derby  tilted.  .  .  Beer  on  piano 
.  .  .  Roman  nose  ...  Big  enough  for  the  whole 
Roman  Triumvirate  .  .  .  Went  to  a  commerce 
exam.  .  .  hadn't  studied.  .  .  Drew  an  airplane 
.  .  .  Prof  marked  it  for  technical  errors.  .  .  . 
Prof  aviator  .  .  .  Result:  B  on  exam  .  .  .  Orders 
milk  at  "The  Ship". 


^<7?% 


Mortimer  T.  Butt:  Falstaff  sans  wit.  .  .  Plump 
as  plush.  .  .  .Yet  he  has  the  best  time.  .  .  .  She's 

one  third  his  size. .  .  .  But  are  they  happy 

Thinb  he's  a  bargain  because  he's  half  off. 
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Joe  Blow:  Punchy 

face  like  a   bulldog 

Heart  of  a  mother.  .  .Dates 
the  waitresses.  ...  A  dese- 
dem  and  doseguy.  .  .  .  The 
perennial  pledge.  .  .  Wears 
a  tie  on  Tuesdays,  Thurs- 
days,  and   holidays. 


Bill  Cohn  (Pronounced 
Quinn):  Pensive  melancholy 
.  .  .  Face  stretches  from  here 
to  there.  .  .  .  Wears  spats 
with  his  tux.  .  .  . 


-7>e 


Henri  Mutt:  Hair  tonic 
chest.  .  .  .  writes  poetry.  .  . 
dissipated  wretch.  .  .  Knows 
every  song  except  frater- 
nity's. .  .  .  Mooches  fags.  .  . 
The  first  and  only  package 
he  ever  bought  is  in  the 
scrapbook. 


ira  Z.  Blank:  Talking  Sphinx. . .  Still  water 
runs  deep.  ...  So  his  folks  fired  the  maid 
.  .  .  Liked   16  year  old  divorcee.  .  .  Says 

he's  going  to  be  a  test  tube  father 

Wears  white  sox  and  ties  in  winter 

Derby  hangs  over  ears.  .  .  .  When  they 
holler  "Shoot  a  cherry"  at  the  soda  foun- 
tain. ...  He  ducb. 


Charles  Van  Noy:  Griped  with  every- 
thing. .  .  .  Best  in  the  West,  so  he  thinks 
.  .  .  Heeee's  a  Pre  Med.  .  .  Hardest 
courses  in  the  school.  .  .  .  Knows  life  in 
the  raw. 
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CAMPUS  ENEMY 


By  VIRGIL  DAY 


An  Attack  on  the  B.  M.  O.  C. 


By  One 


Good  old  King  Tut  is  quite  defi- 
nitely dead.  They  number  Napoleon 
among  the  deceased.   Casanova  phil- 
anders no  more.  John  Brown's  body 
lies  mouldering  in  his  grave.  And — I 
don't  feel  so  well  myself.  They  tell 
me  there's  about  nine  hundred   new 
sizes   and   shapes   of   freshmen   ready 
to   suck   up   sundry   and   varied   aca- 
demic sustenance  from  ye  Northwest- 
ern   educational    sponge    during  the 
coming  forty  weeks,  if  they  last  that 
long.  Jeebers"      Not   a   disconcerting 
thought  in  itself,  if  it  weren't  for  that 
damnable,    disturbing    law    of    aver- 
ages! For  ninety  per  cent  of  this  en- 
thusiastic mob  of  paddle  fodder  will 
be     decent,     fun-loving,     regulation- 
breaking,     potential    human     beings, 
most  of  whom  will  ultimately  meta- 
morphose into  Babbitts.  Another  five 
per  cent  will  inevitably  be  colorless, 
nondescript  grinds.   But,  and  here  is 
the  rub,  the  remaining  five  per  cent 
of  our   Fresh  Young  Blood,   just  as 
surely  as  Wally  Dill  Scott's  opening 
two  coughs  before  speaking,  will  be- 
come  pseudo-celebrities,    campus  big 
shots,    Big-Women   or   Big-Men-On- 
Campus.  Dismal  is  a  mild  word  to 
describe   the  contemplated    situation. 
The  one-armed  paperhanger  hasn't  a 
care   in   the   world   compared   to   the 
inhabitants  of   this  campus.     Leaves 
you  feeling  about  as  joyous,  healthy, 
and  optimistic  as  a    centipede    with 
ninety-nine  feet  in  the  grave. 

There  are  seventy  listed  varieties  of 
reptile  in  this  country  and  one  un- 
listed variation.  That  seventy-first 
species  of  snake  is  none  other  than  our 
B.  M.  O.  C,  with  all  his  happy 
vices.  Included  in  the  category  is 
sister  viper  extraordinary,  la  B.  W. 
O.    C.  The  only  way  you  can   tell 


the  difference  between    these    public 
enemies  is  by  their  stride.  The  latter 
eases  her  slithering  way  through  the 
south   campus  crowds,   using  a  cross 
between  a   Swiss  movement  and  the 
1926  flapper's  slouch,  with  her  eyes 
cast  modestly  downward  at  a  slight 
angle  that  enables  her  to  note  all  the 
"N"   sweaters  in   sight   and  perform 
accordingly.  The  former  in  a  hurry 
stalks    like    a    wooden    doll     with     a 
mission  in  life — very  businesslike  and 
impressive,   he  thinks,   hoping  you're 
watching   him.        More   leisurely   he 
strolls  like  a  short-legged  Theta  with 
a    tight   skirt.    He    always   keeps   his 
head  up — so  he  can  see  people  coming 
and   recall   their   first   names  by   the 
time  they  reach  him.     He  also  hails 
Kappas    if    they're  within    throwing 
distance   (bullthrowing),  wears  a  tie 
on   election   day,    and   thinks   golf   is 
a  great  game  because  the  caddy  holds 
the  bag.  Which  is  almost  a  definition. 
Born   under  the  sign  of  the  Skunk, 
both  male  and  female  possess  similar 
characteristics,  with  minor  differences 
and  apologies  to  the  animal.     You'll 
rarely   find   them    (ourshams)    walk- 
ing alone.  They  like  to  be  seen  with 
people,  and  some  fools  who  in  time 
progress  and  grow  up  to  be  nincom- 
poops like  to  be  seen  with  them.  But 
you   never   notice    them   with    really 
true  friends — they  no  have.       Undi- 
gested conceit  is  a  bitter  brain  food 
and  a  poor  friend-maker. 

Campus  rumor  seems  to  think  these 
activity  vampires  are  concocted  in  the 
chem  laboratory.  Maybe  so — it  cer- 
tainly accounts  for^  their  acid  person- 
ality. The  stench  around  there  is 
terrific,  too. 

I'm  often  asked  whether  Big-Wo- 


men-On-Campus   are   born   or   made. 
Well,  some  discretion  is  required  to 
answer    that.    It's    safe    to  say  they 
weren't  born,  anyhoo.  It's  been  a  per- 
sonal theory  of  mine  that  they  catch 
them    in   traps.    Later   on,   of   course, 
they're   caught   at    Wilmette    Yacht 
Harbor,  and  do  they  eat  it  up.  Naive- 
ly enough,  the  view  there  is  admired 
the  most  when  you  can  see  the  least, 
which  is  one  for  Ripiey.  As  Cleopatra 
murmured:   it's   a   great   life   if   your 
"don'ts"  weaken.     A  B.   W.   O.   C. 
definition  of  intelligence  is  knowing 
how   to   refuse   a  kiss  without   being 
deprived  of  it.  And  they  go  on  these 
Harbor   forays   for  a    purpose — now 
don't  jump  at  conclusions.     Like  the 
porter's    offspring,    they    never    carry 
things  too  far.  Bad  technique.  But  in 
burning  their  scandals  at  both  ends, 
they  try  and  try  and  try  ("endeavor", 
you    lowbrows)    to    draw    a    line   in 
das   campus   keyhole    column,   other- 
wise   known    as    the    lust-and-found 
department,     officially     entitled     Ex- 
pose. Sometimes  this  is  pretty  rough 
on    the    boy    friends.    It's    one    off- 
campus  activity  that  the  fellows  never 
get  medallions  for  and  in  which  they 
have    been    known    to    lose  jewelry. 
But   there's  one  born  every  moment 
and   it   delights    the    Big    Woman's 
vanity.  The  M.  M.  O.  C.s  also  go 
out   for  the  peeper  column  but  they 
rarely  make  it.  Our  campus  playboys 
(gentleman   farmers — the  only  thing 
they  raise  is  their  hats)  have  a  much 
hotter    brand     to    offer,    with     few 
brakes,   and   really   cover  the  water- 
front, to  the  dismay  of  the  publicity 
hounds  who  have  to  take  a  back  seat. 
The  activity  harpies  make  up  for  it 
though  in  God's  gift  to    bewildered 
journalists,  our  good  old  Daily,  quite 
wholesome   since   Johnston's   "peeper 
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purge"  last  year.  Developing  chronic 
palpitation  of  the  tongue  in  the  pres- 
ence of  reporters  they  thrust  pages 
and  volumes  of  self-advertising  mat- 
ter at  us  throughout  the  annum. 

Despite  all  their  amorous  piddling 
our  suppositious  big  shots  rarely  fall 
in  love.  They're  too  self-centered, 
especially  the  men.  Beware,  frshmen 
sweet  young  things.  The  B.  M.  O.  C. 
can't  make  the  grade  with  most  of 
the  upperclass  women,  so  he  turns  to 
you  young  neophytes.  What  you're 
going  to  need  is  not  will  power  but 
won't  power.  These  lads  have  been 
tried  and  found  wanton.  To  attri- 
bute sincerity  to  their  character  is 
as  ludicrous  as  to  accuse  Ethopia  ot 
attempting  to  annex  Italy  or  to  claim 
seasickness  for  a  mermaid.  The 
smooth  honey  will  hang  out  the  No 
Trespassing  signs,  and  close  out  the 
self-styled  man-about-campus  cold.  If 
you  must  put  on  your  paper  suit  and 
go  out  on  a  tear,  at  least  be  discreet 
in  your  choice  of  playmates.  There's 
no  merit  to  being  the  number  one 
smootch  in  a  B.  M.  O.  C.'s  league. 
You  know  his  type.  Personified  in 
the  New  Yorker  a  few  months  ago 
in  a  cartoon  captioned:  "I  just  can't 
believe  it.  A  half-hour  ago  I  whistle 
at  you  and  now  you're  in  my  arms." 

They  say  monkeys  in  the  zoo  often 
go  crazy  from  watching  the  actions 
of  their  audience.  A  few  weeks  in  the 
rest  house  js  required  to  bring  them 
back  to  normal.  And  it  is  authorita- 
tively reported  that  Mrs.  McLaugh- 
lin's Anti-Cruelty  Society  is  respon- 
sible for  having  Chicagolands  new 
zoo,  the  much-touted  Brookfeld,  plac- 
ed as  far  away  from  the  environs  of 
Northwestern  and  our  campus  mad- 
house (one  of  the  Best,  you  under- 
stand, but  a  madhouse)  as  pos- 
sible. If  the  poor  simians  ever  caught 
sight  of  a  certain  entertaining  but 
vain  English  prof  (the  gentleman  is 
the  only  one  we've  ever  seen  that 
could  strut  even  when  sitting  down) 
the  net  result  would  be  one  good 
start  on  an  attack  of  anthropoid 
nervous  prostration.  The  sight  of  any 


of  our  Malformations  of  the  Human 
Ilk  at  work,  would  complete  the 
job — "work"  consisting  of  being  an 
activity  scavenger.  Our  campus 
counterfeits,  both  male  and  female, 
go  about  the  job  in  this  manner:  by 
hook,  crook,  or  fraternity  brother 
they  shove,  scrape,  and  scalp  their 
way  into  an  activity  and  then  pro- 
ceed to  do  a  minimum  of  work  with 
a  maximum  of  publicity.  This  is  re- 
peated simultaneously  in  five  other 
activities  each  semester  until  a  list 
long  enough  to  confuse  the  combined 
Brain  Trust  or  Harpo  Marx  is  im- 
pressively ready  to  be  tacked  on 
after  their  names  at  more  than  every 
opportunity.  Then,  after  our  Big 
Man  has  had  his  fling  at  mis-manag- 
ing a  major  shindig  (not  so  lucrative 
any  more.  ECA  system  is  quite  defi- 
nitely graftproof)  and  the  Big  Wo- 
man has  run  through  three  or  four 
of  the  forty-seven  vice-presidencies  of 
W.A.A.  or  W.S.G.A.  (in  compari- 
son the  Federal  Reserve  is  simple!) 
— the  last  named  being  our  Women's 
Self-Control  Association — they  are 
ready  for  the  final  coup  of  their 
careers,  i.e.  politics  and  class  office. 
In  this  they  have  to  compete  with 
"N"  men  and,  infrequently,  honest- 
to-God  campus  leaders,  who  know 
not  where  they  tread.  We  won't  at- 
tempt to  describe  the  disheartening 
melee  that  follows,  with  the  nobler 
virtues  taking  a  healthy  nosedive  and 
consciences  going  by  the  board. 
You'll  see  the  same  thing  all  over 
again  in  a  month  or  two.  The  only 
sincere  ones  don't  quite  know  what 
it's  all  about.  Last  year  the  reform 
element  of  the  U-Movement,  sub- 
stantially pure  at  heart,  thought 
they'd  achieved  some  real  results — 
the  awakening  came  later.  As  usual, 
both  parties  lost  the  last  election. 
Both  parties  will  lose  the  next.  And 
our  extracurricular  harpies  will  wend 
their  merry,  petty  way,  intellectually 
at  half  mast,  as  customary. 

Please  don't  mistake  me.  Your 
humble  author  is  heartily  in  favor  of 
activities,  and  a  convert  of  the  bene- 
fits to  be  derived  therefrom,   if  not 


over-emphasized.  It's  the  B.M.O.C. 
attitude  that  makes  my  soul  writhe 
with  all  the  pains  of  hell.  I  fully 
believe,  to  quote  from  a  paper  of 
mine  just  turned  out  for  the  T.  X. 
national  convention,  that  "try  as  you 
may,  it  is  difficult  to  over-estimate 
the  importance  of  a  well-rounded 
activity  program  for  the  individual 
and  of  representation  in  all  activities 
for  the  fraternity  chapter.  For  the 
individual  college  is  not  a  preparation 
for  a  living  but  for  a  life.  Along  with 
his  academic  education  he  wants  to 
obtain  a  background  of  basic  prin- 
ciples for  the  complex  economic,  po- 
litical, and  social  life  in  which  he  will 
find  himself  after  he  leaves  college. 
No  better,  finer,  more  pragmatic  way 
of  accomplishing  this  is  there  than  in 
facing  the  vital  problems  of  everyday 
existence  through  activity  participa- 
tion, for  experience,  actual  experience 
is  an  intensely  valuable  aid  in  your 
design  for  living.  The  man  who  can 
supplement  his  broad  knowledge  of 
fundamental  principles,  gained  from 
the  experiences  cf  others  through 
books,  with  the  basic  principles  that 
his  actual  experience  has  demonstrat- 
ed are  practical  and  workable  in  pre- 
paring well  to  take  his  place  among 
the  leaders  in  his  community." 

The  paper  proceeds:  "How  to  get 
this  all-valuable  experience  ?  Make 
friends  with  activities !  Start  your 
own  experiments  in  this  laboratory 
of  life.  College  has  been  called  a  con- 
centrated experience  in  human  asso- 
ciation'. Make  it  so.  Go  out  for  your 
sports,  your  social  committee,  your 
newspaper,  or  your  debating,  and  en- 
joy the  fun,  the  thrills,  the  mishaps, 
the  competitions,  the  friendships  that 
go  to  make  up  campus  athletics  and 
campus  affairs.  Start  at  the  bottom 
and  work  your  way  up.  If  you  bring 
a  little  enthusiasm  with  you,  you'll 
soon  be  at  the  top.  But  top  or  bot- 
tom, make  your  splash !  You'll  like  it, 
it'll  do  you  a  world  of  good,  and 
will  open  your  eyes!  But  a  word  of 
warning:  don't  try  to  swim  in  four 
races  at  the  same  time.  Like  wine, 
women,  or  wampum,  too  much  is 
{Continued  on  Page  30) 
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REVIEW 


VELOZANDYOLANDA 


by  ELEANOR  DODGSCN 


Gaiety  and  lots  of  it  is  waiting  for 
you  at  the  Empire  Room  of  the  Pal- 
mer House.  This  season  a  quartette 
of  new  acts  have  been  chosen  to 
support  the  thrice-extended  run  of 
the  incomparable  Veloz  and  Yolan- 
da.  And  when  we  ray  this  dance  team 
is  incomparable  we  mean  just  that, 
for  you  will  find  them  the  super  of 
the  superb.  The  ease  of  their  per- 
formance has  never  been  surpassed. 
They're  "tops". 


And  if  you 
like  an  unexcell- 
ed opportunity 
for  dancing  com- 
bined with  hila- 
rious entertain- 
ment, here's  the 
place  you're 
searching  for. 
There  is  a  smooth  circular  floor  large 
enough  for  you  to  go  into  your  best 


"TOBACCO  ROAD" 

by  JULIAN  BERESTOCK 


Thundering,  hell-fire  drama  in  a 
fetid  Southern  atmosphere  is  provid- 
ing nightly  chills,  thrills,  and  laughs 
for  Selwyn  audiences.  "Tobacco 
Road",  the  much-talked-of  play  bas- 
ed on  Erskine  Caldwell  s  study  of 
"poor  white  trash",  presents  a  picture 
of  the  pathos  and  bathos  filling  the 
life  of  a  typical  poverty-ridden  farm- 
er of  the  South. 

Henry  Hull,  who  stars  brilliantly 
in  the  role  of  Jester  Lester,  is  the 
only  remaining  member  of  an  origin- 
al New  York  cast  that  by  far  excels 
the  company  doing  the  play  in  Chi- 
cago. Jeeter,  as  portrayed  by  Mr. 
Hull,  represents  the  quintessence  of 
the  utter,  revolting  degeneracy  to 
which  the  Southern  farmer  has  been 
forced  as  a  result  of  the  pressure  of 
the  economic  system.  A  decadence 
even  more  urid  than  that  of  an 
O'Neill   drama   is  presented    in   this 


cross-section  of  the  South  in  the  Year 
of  Disgrace,   1935. 

The  more  terrifying  aspect  of  de- 
cay wrought  by  abject  poverty  as 
against  decay  induced  bv  the  laby- 
rinthine workings  of  an  introverted 
spirit  is  amply  illustrated  by  "To- 
bacco Road".  The  sight  of  a  son 
watching  his  mother's  choking, 
rattling  demise,  and  then,  as  he 
stands  over  her  body,  saying  with  a 
chuckle,  "Waal,  ah  guess  she'd  dead 
now.  ' ;  the  sight  of  a  man  stripped 
of  everything  but  his  land,  the  land 
his  family  has  owned  for  generations, 
and  then  finally  being  deprived  of 
that,  too;  the  sight  of  a  father  sell- 
ing his  daughter  for  seven  dollars  to 
a  man  whom  she  despises ;  all  these 
vivid,  sharp  images  are  set  forth  in 
this  devastating  indictment  of  a 
system. 

On  the  figure  of  Jeeter,  slow- 
(Continued  on  Page  32) 


carioca  while  even  one  does  similarly. 
As  to  the  floor  show,  you  will 
have  your  chance  to  again  view 
the  eccentric  dancing  o  f 
Charles  Collins.  Mr.  Collins,  you 
will  recall,  danced  in  the  Empire 
Room  late  in  1933.  Musical  comedy 
and  other  engagments  have  kept  him 
from  returning  to  the  Empire  Room 
before  this.  He  has  just  completed  a 
season  in  the  London  unit  of  "As 
Thousand  Cheer  ',  where  he  and  his 
beautiful  wife,  Dorothy  Stone,  play- 
ed the  leading  roles. 

Vira  Nive,  a  most  vivid  Russian 
songstress,  is  also  there.  She  has  been 
singing  with  smashing  success  in  the 
Waldorf-Atoria  Hotel  in  New  York 
for  the  past  few  months. 

Bill  Anson,  a  mimic  of  first-rank- 
ing calbire.  and  an  acrobatic  team, 
Alene  and  Evans,  who  bill  themselves 
as  "Poetry  in  Motion"  complete  the 
roster  of  talent  supporting  the  radi- 
ant Veloz  and  Yolanda. 

You  will  find  the  Embassy  Four 
and  the  Abbott  dancers  there  too.  Of 
course  the  Veloz  and  Yolanda  Or- 
chestra, directed  by  Shep  Fields  is 
always  present  to  direct  your  feet 
into  that  extra-fine  bit  of  rhythm. 
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THE  COED 


FOR  EIGHT  O'CLOCKS 
there's  the  tweed  suit.  Start  with  a 
twin  set  and  two  extra  sweaters,  and 
add  a  tailored  blouse  of  silk,  jersey, 
or  light  weight  wool.  With  another 
skirt  of  soft  plaid,  you're  outfitted 
for  Monday,  Wednesday,  and  Fri- 
day. For  diversion  on  the  other  two 
days  you'll  want  two  woolen  dresses 
— one  very  sporty,  and  the  other  a 
little  dressier — for  dates  at  the  li- 
brary and  Monday  night  fraternity 
dinner.  Perhaps  you  don't  like  tweed 


OF  course  you  haven't  all  the  clothes  you  need.  That's  why  we're  list- 
ing what  to  us  are  the  basic  elements  of  a  wardrobe  for  Northwestern. 
And  before  you've  been  here  long,  we  think  you'll  agree  that  everything 
we've  mentioned  is  practically  indispensable  someplace  in  the  school  calendar. 


conservatism.  You'll  wear  the  sporty 
woolen  dress,  your  heaviest  coat,  and 
some  knitted  wooly  gloves  and  match- 
ing socks  for  further  protection.  The 
latter  will  be  of  solid  color,  but 
bright  enough  to  keep  your  neighbor 
warm. 

FOR  OPEN  HOUSES  and  in- 
formal dates  throughout  the  year  for 
everything  from  the  Varsity  to  the 
Palmer  House,  you'll  have  two  silk 
dresses,  softly  tailored  or  discreetly 
feminine,  as  your  personality  dictates. 
One  will  be  black,  doubly  smart  with 


suits,  or  perhaps  you  love  the  com- 
fort of  a  polo  coat.  Maybe  you  can 
have  both.  Whether  or  not  you  have 
a  polo  coat,  you'll  want  one.  Shoes 
will  be  floppy;  gloves  will  be  warm; 
and  your  hat,  be  it  halo  style  or  a 
casual  brim,  will  be  worn  on  the 
back  of  your  head. 


FOR  FOOTBALL  GAMES, 
you'll  recruit  an  outfit  from  your 
school  clothes,  adding  considerable 
warmth,  and  subtracting  any  idea  of 
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COMPLETE 


by  JOANN 


crystal  and  ruby  red  clips,  and  the 
other  will  be  some  very  unusual 
color.  Then  there's  the  dress  coat,  fur 
or  cloth  with  fur  trim,  and  appropri- 
ate accessories. 

DRESSIER  THINGS  throughout 
the  year  will  call  for  a  dinner  gown 
of  velvet  with  soft  lines,  or  metallic 
cloth  distinctly  tailored.  An  evening 
dress  with  a  concealing  dinner  blouse 
of  the  same  contrasting  material  will 
do  as  well. 

ALL  FORMALS  throughout  the 
year — sorority  formals,  the  Navy 
Ball,  and  the  Phi  Delt  Christmas 
party   call    for    evening   clothes    that 


makes  you-well-desirable. 
Velvet  still  leads,  be- 
cause it's  soft  folds  in- 
spire confidence  in  the 
most  timid  Miss.  Your 
wraps  probably  velvet 
too,  and  very  long.  The 
college  girl  is  beginning 
to  realize  that  to  be 
sweet,  or  sophisticated,  or 
smart,  is  not  enough.  She 
must  be  all  three  at  once. 
It  isn't  hard. 

AS  TO  COLOR,  for 

daytime,  brown  leads  as 
usual,  but  not  the  usual 
browns.  They  are  rich 
amber  tones,  at  their  best 
in  Cashmere  sweaters.  A 
natural  color  that  recalls 
long-underwear  days 
makes  the  smartest  of 
jersey  dresses,  and  hits  a 
new  neutral  tone  in  Shel- 
ve land  sweaters.  The  new- 
V£i  est  skirts  in  brown  are 
checked — large  or  small.  Here  black 
comes  into  the  picture.  Your  plaid 
skirt  will  be  in  black,  gray,  white, 
and  red.  With  it  you'll  wear  a  bright, 
but  not  hard  red  sweater,  or 
a  soft  gray  one  stolen  from 
the  men's  department.  Then 
there's  the  newest  possible 
combination  —  a  chamois 
yellow  dress  with  Dubonnet 
accessories. 


For  evening  you  can't  for- 
get the  Renaissance,  express- 
ed in  Titian  browns,  the 
warmest  of  wines,  and  a 
deep  purple.  And  black,  of 
course  But  see  that  it  is 
in  heavy  Lyons  velvet  to 
make   it   new   and   youthful. 


INDIVIDUALITY  might  be 
lost  by  the  wayside  in  the  college 
wardrobe,  but  that's  where  the  co-ed 
must  prove  that  she's  at  least  a  semes- 
ter ahead  of  everyone  else.  Basically, 
we  wear  the  same  things — sweaters, 
skirts,  polo  coats,  and  low  shoes. 
Every  year  certain  colors  are  particu- 
larly appealing.  Still,  none  of  us  are 
alike.  We  vary  in  figure,  in  coloring, 
and  most  important  of  all,  in  person- 
ality. In  Socrates'  well-worn  words, 
we  must  first  knoiu  ourselves.  Then, 
and  then  only,  can  we  look  at  popu- 
lar styles  and  colors,  and  interpart 
them  in  terms  of  our  own  selves. 
Our  clothes  speak,  sometimes  too 
loudly,  and  sometimes  saying  the 
same  thing  anyone  would  say.  Our 
clothes,  like  our  conversation,  must 
be  natural,  unaffected,  and  interest- 
ing. 

Carson,  Pirie,  Scott  gave  us  some 
sketches  of  college  clothes  which 
speak  for  themselves.  They  are  sporty 
and  youthful  and  comfortable  and 
gay,  but  more  than  anything,  they 
say,  "I  don't  care.  It  comes  naturally 
this  looking  well!" 
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NOVE  O.  KANE 


A  PASTE  IN  THE  MOUTH 
By  PAUL  CARROL 

His  name  was  Nove  O.  Kane — no 
relation  to  Sugar,  Raise,  or  Hell  an' 
Kane.  As  a  youth,  he  had  always 
wanted  to  be  a  dentist,  as  he  thought 
it  would  be  fun  to  shift  gears  on  the 
chair — besides,  he  already  had  a  lot 
of  old  magazines  for  his  office.  It's 
strange  that  he  took  up  dentistry,  as 
he  had  been  dismissed  from  the  army 
for  refusing  to  drill.  Dental  school 
to  him  proved  to  be  nothing  but  a 
grind,  and  he  soon  got  his  fill  of  the 
profession.  But,  he  had  a  lot  of  nerve, 
and  finally  managed  to  pull  through, 
even  though  he  gummed  up  the  works 
at  times. 

He  became  a  full-fledged  dentist 
and  married  a  manicurist ;  they 
fought  tooth  and  nail.  He  hired  a 
blonde  to  work  in  his  office  because 
he  heard  that  at  nursing  she  was  a 
perfect  bust.  She  was  so  dumb  she 
called  those  teeth-straighteners  sus- 
penders because  she  heard  that  braces 
and  suspenders  were  the  same  thing. 
Nove  asked  her  if  she  knew  what 
Dentyne  was  one  day  and  she  replied 
"Certainly,  a  Dentyne  is  a  lady 
dentist." 

Before  becoming  a  dentist,  Nove 
had  been  quite  a  saxophone  player — 
as  a  matter  of  fact,  even  afterwards 
he  made  false  toots.  He  also  was  a 
fiddler;  one  night  he  was  going  to 
put  new  strings  on  his  violin  but  he 
didn't  have  the  guts.  His  theme  song 
was  "Over  There",,  because  it  told 
how  "the  Yanks  are  coming.  ' 

At  heart,  Nove  was  a  sad  man — 
at  least,  he  was  always  looking  down 
at  the  mouth.  He  had  a  reputation 
for  being  an  expensive  dentist — you 
never  caught  him  making  any  buck 
teeth.  The  tooth  of  the  matter  was, 
his  sign  read  "Don't  go  elsewhere 
and  get  stung — come  here!"  He  had 
this  on  a  plate  over  the  door  of  his 
office. 

We're  getting  back  at  the  dentist 
— usually  he  gags  us,   but  this  time 


we're  getting  the  gags  on  him.  We 
have  proved  that  it  is  possible  to  be 
pained  by  a  dentist  without  even  go- 
ing to  his  offiee. 


AT  OUR  HOUSE 

{Continued  from  Page  16) 

face   was   all    bloody   and   he   looked 
awfully  silly. 

One  of  the  kids  just  told  me  that 
a  wagon  has  tipped  over  on  my 
brother,  and  that  he  is  really  doing 
some  flopping  around,  so  I'd  better 
go  and  get  in  on  the  fun.  However, 
any  time  you  get  up  this  way,  drop 
in  and  see  us,  and  make  yourself  feel 
right  at  home." 


CAMPUS  ENEMY 

{Continued  from  Page  25) 

disastrous.  Never  attempt  to  be  a  B. 
M.  O.  C.  in  the  crude  sense  of  the 
term.  The  Romans  had  a  slogan  for 
it — ne  quid  nimis-  nothing  to  excess'. 
Two  activities  per  semester  is  a  heavy 
dose." 

As  you  see,  it's  the  fictitious  big 
shots  alone  that  make  my  sleep  rest- 
less. I  suggest  we  band  together  to 
cut  down  on  this  menace.  As  first 
step  and  foremost  rule-of-thumb  let's 
chaperon  our  freshmen !  Bully,  beat, 
or  bruise  them  (rhetorically  speak- 
ing— lower  those  eyebrows)  but  get 
the  right  attitude  toward  all  this 
business  firmly  ensconced  between 
their  ears.  Try  to  pave  the  way.  A 
freshman's  life  at  best  is  a  round  trip 
between  purgatory  and  hell.  Give 
them  all  the  help  you  can.  Take  an 
active,  personal  interest — work  out  a 
well-balanced  college  program  for 
them.  In  the  future  perhaps  we'll  cut 
down  the  number  of  these  unbearable 
pestiferous,  counterfeit,  celebrities. 
This  is  only  an  ameliorative  measure, 
a  remedy. 

A  cure  for  B.  M.  O.  C.'s?  Well, 
we  might  induce  Sec'y  Wallace  to 
come  down  here  and  plow  under 
every  third  one. 


BIOGRAPHY 

{Continued  from  Page  21) 

lose  the  precious  pieces  of  paper, 
which  he  does  quite  thoroughly,  and 
then  he  is  right  back  where  he  started 
ready  to  begin  the  game  all  over 
again. 

The  boys  at  the  Phi  Delt  house, 
where  Duncan  is  president,  are  hop- 
ing that  the  senior  class  will  be- 
queath Alex  a  nice  red  wig  for  grad- 
uation. You  know  it's  no  fun  to  lie 
down  under  a  tree  of  a  summer's 
afternoon  to  go  to  sleep,  and  have 
an  ostrich  come  along  and  sit  on 
your  weary  head  and  try  to  hatch  it. 
♦ 

EXPOSE 

{Continued  from  Page  14) 

Life  s  full  of  disappointments.  .  .  . 
Marge  Odegard,  finding  herself 
lonely  this  summer,  decided  to  con- 
tact her  old  friend,  Chillie  South- 
ivard.  .  .  .  Chillie  was  travelling 
about  someplace,  and  she  couldn't 
find  out  where  to  get  in  touch  with 
him  till  at  last  she  called  his  pal,  Rog 
La/son.  .  .  .  Rog  wasn't  home,  but 
his  mother  just  knew  that  Rita  Poole 
could  give  her  Chillie  address. 

Then  there's  the  object  lesson  in 
delicacy.  .  .  .as  not  practiced  by  Tan- 
gora,  who  has  forgotten  everything 
his  mother  taught  him,  but  the 
southern  accent.  .  .  .  which  seems  to 
be  plenty  handy  around  the  girls,  but 
sort  of  annoying  to  the  brothers  and 
boys  in  general.  .  .  .  Anyway,  this 
summer  he  rated  a  date  with  Marty 
Schuyler,  and  since  the  car  was 
crowded,  Marty  had  to  sit  on  his  lap 
....  That  was  O.K.,  but  someone 
accidentally  kicked  and  broke  the 
hot-water  heater,  spilling  water  all 
over  to  the  discomfort  of  everyone 
concerned.  .  .  .  Tang,  of  course,  came 
through  with  an  off-color  remark 
that  Marty  thought  was  funny 
enough  to  tell  at  home.  ...  It  was 
funny.  .  .  .  but  papa  never  let  Marty 
go  out  with  Tang  again.  .   .  . 

And  have  you  heard  Aunt  Polly's 
own  offer  of  eight  months  of  life 
for  a  quarter  ? 
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POLLY'S  OWN 


INTELLIGENCE  TEST 

FOR  FRESHMEN  ONLY 


Instructions:  Cover  right  hand  column  and  answer  questions  to  left.     Then  check  your  answers      Score  ot  S 
automatically  gives  permission  of  Walter  Dill  Scott  to  drop  school.     We  would  advise  same. 


QUESTIONS 

1.  How  many  footahall  games  do  you  expect  N. 
U.  to  wi  nthis  season? 

2.  How  can  you  be  such  an  optimist? 

3.  Where  is  Wilmette  Harbor? 

4.  If  you  know  so  much,   why  can't  you   find  a 
better  place  ? 

5.  Who's  your  group-leader? 

6.  Did  you  want  to  be  a  Phi  Psi? 

7.  Why? 

8.  Do  you  have  a  purpose  in  life  ? 

9.  What  does  McKinlock  mean  to  you? 

10.  What  does  osculation  mean? 

11.  What   is   the    name    of    the    magazine  you're 
reading? 

12.  Why   are  you   reading  it? 

13.  Are  you  in  love? 

14.  How  do  you  know? 

15.  Have  you  ever  eaten  at  the  Union  Grill? 

16.  Why? 

17.  What's  the  last  word  in  closed  cars? 

18.  Define  the  verb   "to  study". 


ANSWERS 

1.  Most  of  them. 

2.  They  were  good  in  1930. 

3.  Not  so  far  north,  but  it's  the  last  resort. 

4.  At  least  there  isn't  any  house  mother. 

5.  I've  never  meet  him   (or  her). 

6.  Gawd  no ! 

7.  It's  obvious. 

8.  Isn't   that  too   personal? 

9.  Smooth  men,  I've  never  met  any. 

10.  Direct    contact — not    thermo-dynamic. 

11.  THE  PURPLE  PARROT. 

12.  It's  so  damn   funny" 

13.  Sure. 

14.  (Censored). 

15.  No. 

16.  I'm  to  young  to  die. 

17.  No. 

18.  Choose  )  our  own. 

a.  Never  heard   of  it.    Must  be  a   high-school 
phrase. 

b.  The  two  hours  before  an  exam  devoted  to 
conscience. 

c.  Trying  to  decipher  your  room-mate's  notes. 
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PORTABLE 
TYPEWRITERS 

We  Sell 

•  ROYALS 

•  CORONAS 

•  REMINGTONS 

•  UNDERWOODS 


SMALL    DOWN    PAYMENT 


A  portable  typewriter  is  one  of  the 
greatest  conveniencs  a  student  can 
have.  Your  work  is  much  easier.  .  . 
quicker 

RENTAL  MACHINES  3  MONTHS  $7.50 

Come  in  Today  and 
seethe  New  Styles' 


CHANDLER'S 

63©  Davis  Street 
Evanston 


Ha:  I'm  glad  I  took  you  to  the 
burlesque. 

She:  Why? 

He:  I  feel  as  though  I  know  you 
so  much  better. 


Little  Mary  Smith  while  walking 
dutifully  to  church,  which  she  at- 
tended religiously  every  week,  saw  a 
poor  little  robin  with  one  of  its  wings 
broken,  lying  in  the  grass.  So  she 
picked  it  up,  like  the  good  little  girl 
she  was,  and  took  it  into  her  house 
and  fixed  its  wing.  And  when  it  be- 
came well  and  strong  again,  she  let 
it  fly  away  into  the  big  blue  sky. 
Now  mugs,  let's  see  you  try  to  make 
something  dirty  of  this  one! 

— Froth. 


Prof:   "I  don't  believe  I  got  j'our 
name." 

Stewdent:  "Why,  my  signature  is 
there  on  that  paper." 

Same    Prof:     "Yes,     that's      what 
aroused  my  curiosity." 

— Yelloiv  Jacket. 


Wifie:  "What's  the  idea  of  poking 
the  broom  in  the  baby's  face  this 
morning?" 

Hubby:  "I  just  wanted  to  get  him 
used   to  kiss'ng  his  grandfather." 


If  all  students  who  sleep  in  class 
were  laid  end  to  end  they  would  be 
more  comfortable. 

— Exchange. 


"Couldn't  you  think  of  anything 
better  than  coming  home  in  this 
drunken  condition?'  asked  the  out- 
raged  wife. 

"Yes,  m'dear,"  answered  the  err- 
ing husband,  "but  she  was  out  of 
town." — Exchange. 


TOBACCO  ROAD 

{Continued  from  Page  27) 

moving,  drawling,  cussing  degenerate 
of  Georgia,  centers  the  violent  inter- 
play of  emotions  that  makes  "Tobac- 
co Road"  such  splendid  drama.  There 
is  the  conniving  Jeeter  who  "bor- 
rows" a  rasher  of  bacon  from  his 
neighbor.  There  is  the  humorous 
Jeeter  who,  when  his  wife  informs 
him  that  one  of  their  children  isn't 
his,  reminisces  about  the  worthiness 
of  the  mule  he  was  buying  in  town 
at  the  time  his  wife  was  committing 
adultery.  There  is  the  predominantly 
tragic  Jeeter  who  is  dispossessed  by 
a  banker  he  has  never  seen  before. 
And  all  of  these  Jeeters  melt  into  the 
one  and  only  Jeeter  of  "Tobacco 
Road"  who  holds  an  audience  en- 
thralled during  three  acts. 

We  recommend  this  play  as  the 
kaleidoscope  of  a  life  that  is  neither 
beautiful  nor  romantic.  There  are  no 
Juliets  on  the  Tobacco  Road.  There 
is  only  starvation  and  perversion  and 
misery.  "Tobacco  Road"  cuts  out  a 
complete  section  of  the  American 
scene,  dissects  it,  and  presents  it  to 
the  audience.  It  is  worth  seeing. 


Murphy — "What's  that  in  your 
pocket  ?: 

Pat  (in  whisper) -"Dynamite.  I'm 
waiting  for  Casey.  Every  time  he 
meets  me  he  slaps  me  on  the  chest 
and  breaks  me  pipe.  Next  time  he 
does  it,  he'll  blow  his  hand  off. 

— Whirhvind. 


She — Oh,  steward,  I've  got  a  com- 
plaint. A  sailor  came  into  my  cabin 
last   evening. 

He — Well,  what  do  you  expect 
for  second  class — the  captain? 

— Exchange. 


Then  there  was  the  Scotswoman, 
expecting  her  first-born,  who  moved 
to  the  country  to  take  advantage  of 
the    Rural    Free    Delivery. 

— Exchange. 


SEPTEMBER,      1935 


WELCOME 

TO 

THE  BIG   TEN'S 

MOST 

Popular  Rendezvous 

Famous  for  its 
Home  Cooked  Foods 

BREAKFASTS 

LUNCHEONS 

DINNERS 

MODERATELY 
PRICED 

AND     DON'T    FORGET    TO 
VISIT    OUR    FOUNTAIN 
AFTERNOONS  AND 
EVENINGS 

JOE'S  HUT 

724  CLARK  STREET 
Across  From  Willard   Hall 

GREENLEAF  9490 
We  Deliver  At  All  Times 


"Tire  Essence  of  Entertainment" 


CLUB  SILHOUETTE 

1555  Howard  Street 

FLOOR    SHOW    NIGHTLY 

DINE  AND  DANCE 

A  Fine  Cuisine 

Tea   Dance  Daily  from  2 
to  7   P.   M. 

Available    for    Society    and 
Fraternity    Luncheons 

Reservations    BRI    6336 


First  Seasick  Youngster  (leaning 
over  the  rail):  "What's  the  matter, 
Joe,  have  you  got  a  weak  stomach?" 

His  Partner:  "Weak  nothing,  I'm 

gettin'  as  much  distance  as  you  are." 

—  The  Log 

A  girl  has  poise  if  she  can  pull  up 
her  brassiere  straps  without  appear- 
ing to  be  digging  a  grave. 

— Widow 

♦ 

Socialist  father  —  What  do  you 
mean  by  playing  truant  ?  What  makes 
you  stay  away  from  school? 

Son — Class    hatred,    father. 

— Gargoyle 

History  Prof— Who  was  Talley- 
rand ? 

Student — A  fan  dancer,  and  cut 
the  baby  talk. 

— Gargoyle 

♦ 

Adam — Eve  you've  gone  and  put 
my  dress  suit  in  the  salad  again. 

— Log 

♦ 

"What  a  charming  baby !  and  does 
it  resemble  your  husband?" 
"I  hope  not;  we  adopted  it." 

— Log 

♦ 

Little  Audrey,  mad   as  hell, 
Pushed   her  sister  in  the  well. 
Said  her  mother,  drawing  water, 
"Gee,  it's  hard  to  raise  a  daugh- 
ter." 

— Dreyerd 
♦ 

What's  worse  than  raining  cats 
and  dogs? 

Hailing  taxis. 

■ — Lord  Jeff. 
♦ 

A  farmer  visited  his  son's  college. 
Watching  the  students  in  a  chemistry 
class,  he  was  told  that  they  were 
making  a  universal  element. 

"What's  that?"  asked  the  farmer. 

"A  liquid  that  will  dissolve  every- 
thing." 

"That's  a  great  idea"  agreed  the 
farmer.  "When  you  find  it,  what  are 
you  going  to  keep  it  in?" 

— Drexerd 
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